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KING LEAR. 
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ACT 1 SCE NE I 
SCE N E A Palace. 
Enter Kent, Gloſter, and Edmund the Bafa, d. 


. 


8 Thought the King had more affected the 
Duke of Albany than Cornwall, 
DA Glo. It did always ſeem ſo to us: But 
now in the Diviſion of the Kingdom, it 
appears not which of the Dukes he values 
at, for Qualities are ſo weigh'd, that Curioſity in nei- 
ter, can make choice of either's moiety. 
Keats Is not this your Son, my Lord? 
Glo, His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I have 
> often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now LI am 
taz d to't. | 
Kent. I cannot conceive you. 
Glo, Sir, this young Fellow's Mother could ; where- 
Won ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed, Sir, a 
on for her Cradle, e'er ſhe had a Husband for her Bed. 
o you ſmell a Fault ? 
Kent. I cannot wiſh the Fault undone, the ſue of it 
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2 The TRAGEDY 

Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, ſome Yea #* " 
elder than this; who yet is no dearer in my Account, tho i L 
this Knave came ſomewhat ſaucily to the World befor bey 
he was ſent for; yet was his Mother fair, there was god © 
iport at his making, and the Whoreſon muſt be acknoy: 


ledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Edmund? MW" 
; Baſt. No, my Lord. 8 4 ws: : : | þ ith 
Glo, My Lord of Kent : | Ne. 


Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend 
Baſt, My Services to your Lordſhip. 
Kent, I muſt love you, and ſue to know you better, 
Baſt. Sir, 1 ſhall ſtudy deſerving. | | 
Glo. He hath been out nine Years, and away he ſhi 
again, The King is coming, 5 
Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 
Tear. Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Gloſter 
Glo, I ſhall, my Lord. IEA 
Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe, 
Give me the Map here. Know, that we have divided 
Into three our Kingdom: and 'tis our faſt intent, 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our Age, 
Conferring them on younger ſtrength, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward Death. Our Son of Cornwall 
And you our no leſs loving Son of Albany, _ 
We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 
Our Daughters ſeveral Dowers, that future ſtriſe F 
May be prevented now. The Princes, France and Burgundy We 
Great Rivals in our younger Daughter's Love, | 
Long in our Court have made their amorous ſojourn, 
And here are to be anſwer'd, Tell me, my Daughters, Lea, 


Since now we will diveſt us both of Rule, Cor. 
Intereſt of Territory, Cares of State, | | Lear 
Which of you ſhall we ſay doth love us moſt ? Cor. 
That we our largeſt bounty may extend He 


Where Nature doth with Merit challenge. Gonerill, cord, 
Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. : 1 

Gen. Sir, I love you more than word can wield the ma elt yo 
Dearer than Eye: ſight, Space, and Liberty, (lee 


Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare. ou ha 


No leſs than Life, with Grace, Health, Beauty, Honour: return 


vF 


ef King Lean 5 


is much as Child e'er lov'd, or Father found; 


7 Love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable: 
for, Neyond all manner of ſo much I loye you. | 
on Cor. What ſhall Cordelia ſpeak ? Love, and be ſilent. 


ou. . Lear. Of all theſe bounds, even from this Line to this, 


Vith ſhadowy Foreſts, and with Champains rich'd, 
ith plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads, 
Ve make thee Lady. To thine and A4lbany's Iſſues 
this perpetual, What ſays our ſecond Daughter, 
Dur deareſt Regan, Wife of Cornwall? | 
Reg. I am made of that ſelf-metal as my Siſter, 
ind prize me at her worth. In my true Heart, 
find ſhe names my very deed of Love ; 
Dnly ſhe comes too ſhort, that I profeſs 
iy ſelf an Enemy to all other Joys, 5 
/hich the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe profeſſes, 
of Ind find I am alone felicitate SP 
Fri jour dear Highneſs' love. 
Cor. Then poor Cordelia? | 
3 Had yet not fo, ſince I am ſure my Love's 
lore ponderous than my Tongue. 
Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
kemain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
o leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, | 
han that conferr'd on Gonerill. Now our Joy, 
ho our laſt and leaſt ; to whoſe young Love, 
be Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
ae to be intereſt: What can you ſay, to draw 
| third, more opulent than your Siſters? ſpeak. 
Cor, Nothing, my Lord. | 
rs, | Lear. Nothing? | | 
Cor. Nothing. 


Lear. Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeak again, 
Cer. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 

y Heart into my Mouth : I love your Majeſty 

cording to my Bond, no more nor leſs. 5 
Lear. How, how, Cordelia 2 Mend your ſpeech a liule, 
, matſſÞ}e!lt you may mar your Fortunes, . | | 
Cor. Good, my Lord. | 
ou have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. 


Jreiurn thoſe Duties back as are right fit, 
(08 | 3 Obey 


65 The TRAGEDY 
| Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. J elov 
Why have my Siſters Husbands, if they ſay ſkis 


They love you all? Happily when I ſhall wed, 
That Lord, whoſe Hand muſt take my Plight, ſhall carry N bo 


Half my Love with him, half my Care, and Duty. Lov'd 
Sure I ſhall never marry like my Siſters ad- 
Lear. But goes thy Heart with this? Lea 
Cor, Ay, my good Lord. | Ke; 
Lear, So young, and fo untender ? | beer 


Cor. So young, my Lord, and true. Vher 
Lear. Let it be ſo, the Truth then be thy Dower : hink 
For by the ſacred radiance of the Sun, 


The Myſteries of Hecate, and the Night, oP] 
By all the Operations of the Orbs, | Vher 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be, Ind i 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal Care, F; | This | 
Propinquity and Property of Blood, Wis 
And as a Stranger to my Heart and me, or a 


Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, Never 
Or he that makes his Generation, Meſſes 1 
To gorge his Appetite, ſhall to my Boſom | 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliey'd, No w 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent, Good my Liege | 
Lear. Peace, Kent! . | 
Come not between the Dragon and his Wrath; The t 
| I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my Reft 
| On her kind Nurſery, Hence, and avoid my ſight? [To Cot 


So be my Grave my Peace, as here 1 give Thou 
Her Father's Heart from her; call France; who ſtirs? Leg 
Call Burgund) Cornwall, and Albany, 12 
With my two Daughters Dowers, digeſt the third. Ke, 
Let Pride, which ſhe calls Plainneſs, marry her: pon 
I do inveſt you jointly with my Power, | Or wW. 


Preheminence, and all the large Effects 

That troop with Majeſty, Our ſelf by monthly courſe, 

With reſervation of an hundred Knights, 

By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode hic 

Make with you by due turn: only we ſhall retain To cc 

The Name, and all th' addition to a King; the Sw nic! 

Ne venue, Execution of the reſt, | Dur P 
EE Peloyed 


Leg 
1 nat « 


of Ring LEA Nx. 7 
loved Sons, be yours; which to confirm, 
his Coronet part between you. 
Kent, Royal Lear, | 
hom I have ever honour'd as a King, 
Loy'd as my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, 
\nd as my Patron chought on in my Prayers 5 
Lear. The Bow is bent and drawn, make from the Shaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, tho the fork invade | 
The region of my Heart ; be Kent unmannerly, 5 
ben Tear is mad: what wouldſt thou do, old Man? 
hink'ſt thou that Duty ſhall have dread to Rs 
hen Power to Flattery bows ? 
o Plainneſs Honour's — 
Vhen Majeſty falls to Folly; "reſerye thy State, 
Ind in thy beft conſideration, check | 
This hideous raſhneſs ; anſwer my Life, my Judgment, 
by youngeſt Daughter does not love thee leaft, 
lor are thoſe empty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
25, Neverb no hollowneſs. 
Lear. Kent, on thy Life no more. 
Kent. My Life 1 never held but as a pawn 

To wage againſt thine Enemies, ne*er fear to loſe i it, 

hy Safety being Motive, 
Lear. Out of my fight! 
Kent. See better, Lear, and let me Rill remain 

The true Blank of thine Eye. | 

Lear, Now by 1 | 

Kent, Now by Apollo! King, 

Thou ſweareſt thy Gods in vain. _ (Sword. 
Lear. O Vaſſal! Miſcreant 1 -LLahing his Hand on his 
Alb. Corn. Dear Sir, forbear. 

Kent. Kill thy Phyſician, and thy Fee beſtow 

pon the foul Diſeaſe 3 revoke the Gift, | 

Or whilſt I can vent clamour from my Throat, 
Lil tell thee thou doſt evil. 

e, Tear. Hear me Recreant, on thine allegiance hear me; 
Taat thou haſt ſought to make us break our Vows, 
/hich we durſt never yet, and with ſtrain'd Pride, 
To come betwixt our Sentence and our Power, 

waſgg% hich, nor our Nature, nor our Place can bear. 

Dur Potency made good, take thy Reward. = 
vel Le D Five 
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Five days we do allot thee for Proviſion, vo 
To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the World, Won 
And on the ſixth to turn thy hated Back - Pray 
Upon our Kingdom; if the tenth Day following, i” +. . {han 
Thy baniſh'd Trunk be found in our Dominions mo 


Fr, 
That 
Che / 
The | 


The Moment is thy Death 5 away, By Jupiter, 

This ſhall not be revok'd. | 
Kent, Fare thee well, King, ſith thus thou wile appear; 

Freedom lives hence, and Baniſhment is here; 

The Gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, Maid, 

That juſtly think'ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid 3 ; 

And your large Speeches may your Deeds approve, 

That good Effects may ſpring from Words of Love. 

Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu, 

He'll ſhape his old Courſe in a Country new. (E, 

Enter Gloſter, with France, Burgundy, and Attendant. 

| Glo, Here's France and Burgundy, my noble Lord. 
Lear, My Lord of Burgundy, 

We firft addreſs towards you, who, , with this King, 

Hath rivall'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt | 

Will you require in prefent Dower with her, 

Or ceaſe your queſt of Love ? | 
Bur, Moſt Royal Majeſty, 

1 craye no more than what your Highneſs offer d, 

Nor will you tender leſs. | 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, | 

When ſhe was dear to us we held her ſo, 

But now her price is fall'n ; Sir, there ſhe ſtands, _ 


Om] 
o m: 
luſt | 
me 
ould 
{uſt | 
houl, 
Cor 
for 
0 ſp 
ll do 
tis n. 
o un 
What | 

ut ev. 
ſtill 
bat 1 
ath If 


Lea, 


If ought within that little ſeeming Subſtance, "it r 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, Fra, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace, ES: ich 
She's there, and ſhe is yours, exit 
Bur. I know no Anſwer. + | 
Tear. Will you, with thoſe Infirmities ſhe © owns, ben 


Unfriended, new adopted to our Hate, oof | 
Dowr'd with our Curſe, and ſtranger'd with c our Oath, be is h 


Take leave, or leave her ? Bur, 
Bur, Pardon me, Roy al Sir, hn 
nd he 


Election makes not up in ſuch Conditions. 
Lear. Then leave her, Sir, for by the Power that made meutche! 


I tell you all her Wealth. For vou, great King, Lear 


would not from your Love make ſuch a ſtray, 
ro match you where I hate; therefore beſeech you 
Wavert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a Wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
[moſt acknowledge hers, 
Fra. This is moſt ſtrange! _ 
ſhat ſhe, who even but now was your beſt Object, 
ſhe Argument of your Praiſe, Balm of your Age, 
ſhe beſt, the deareſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
ommit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle *_ 
o many folds of Favour ; ſure her Offence 
luſt be of ſuch unnatural Degree, 
5 monſtrous is; or your fore-youch'd Affection 
ould not fall into Taint; whichto believe of her 
luſt be a Faith, that reaſon without miracle 
hould never plant in me. CITE! | 
Cor, I yet beſeech your Majeſty, 
{for I want that glib and oily Art, | 2 
0 ſpeak and purpoſe not, ſince what 1 will intend, 
| do't before I ſpeak, that you make known 
tis no vicious blot, murder, or foulneſs, 
o unchaſte action, or diſhonour'd ſtep, | 
What bath depriv'd me of your Grace and Favour; 
ut even for want of that, for which I am richer, 
ſtill ſolliciting Eye, and ſuch a Tongue, 
bat I am glad I have not, tho not to have it 
ah loſt me in your liking. | | 
Lear, Better thou ; + 698 | 
1ſt not been born, than not t'have pleas'd me better. 
Fra. Is it but this? A tardineſs in Nature, 0 
nich often leaves the Hiſtory unſpoke 
hat it intends to do; my Lord of Burgundy, 
nat ſay you to the Lady? Love's not Love 
ben it is mingled with regards, that ſtands 
oof from th'intire Point? will you have her? 
, ie is herſeif a Dowry. 

Ir. Royal King, | | | 
ive but that Portion which your ſelf propos d, 
1d here I take Cordelia by the Hand, | 

e meutcheſs of Burgundy. | TRE 
| Lear, N othing—1 have ſworn, Jam firm. | 


* 
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I ſhall not be his Wife. 


10 The TRAGEDY 
Bur. I am forry then you have ſo loſt a Father, 
That you muſt loſe a Husband. 
Cor. Peace be with Burgundy : 
Since that Reſpect and Fortunes are his Love, 


Fra. Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poor, 
| Molt choice forſaken, and moſt lov'd deſpis d., 
Thee and thy Virtues here I ſeize upon, 


Be it lawful I take up what's caſt away. Reg 
Gods, Gods! *Tis ſtrange, that from their cold' neylel but fl 
My Love ſhould kindle to enflam'd Reſpect. Go1 
Thy dowerleſs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, Wh; 
Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France: ne | 
Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 
Can buy this unpriz d precious Maid of me, | Wick 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, tho unkind 3 3 Reg 
Thou loſeſt here, a better where to find. im, 
Lear. Thou haſt her, France, let her be chine, 2 wlll Gor 
Have no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee | ewe 


That Face of hers again, therefore be gone 
Without our Grace, our Loye, our Benizon : . 
Come noble Burgundy. [ Flouriſh, CExeun 
Fra. Bid farewell to your Siſters. 
Cor. Ye Jewels of our Father, with waſh'd Eyes 
Cordelia leaves you; I know what you are, 
And like a Siſter am moſt loth to call 
Your Faults as they are nam'd. Love well our Father 3 3 
To your profeſſed Boſoms I commit him : he c 
But yet, alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better Place, 
So farewell to you both. | 
Reg. Preſcribe not us our Duty. 
Gon. Let your Study 
Be to content your Lord, who hath received you 
As Fortune's Alms; you have Obedience ſcanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 
Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plighted Cunning hides ; 
; Who covers Faults, at laſt with Shame derides, 
Well, may you proſper. „ Pot 
Fra. Come my fair Cordelia. ¶ Exeunt France and Cot giti 


Gon. Siſter, it is nat little I have to fay, er F 


of Ring LEAR. 11 
f what moſt nearly appertains to us both; 
think our Father will go bence to Night. | 
Reg. That's moſt certain, and with you; next Month 
ith us. FE 3 
Gon. You ſee how full of Changes his Age is, the ob- 
wation we have made of it hath been little; he always 
yd our Siſter moſt, and with what poor Judgment he 
ah now caft her off, appears too too groſly. | 
Reg. Tis the Infirmity of his Age; yet he hath ever 
ut flenderly known himſelf. | 

Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been but 
e, en; then muſt we look from his Age, to receive not a- 
ne the imperfections of long engraffed Condition, but 
erewithal the unruly waywardneſs, that infirm and cho- 
ick Years bring with them. 2 
Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
im, as this of Kent's Baniſhment, 
r will Gor. There is farther Complement of leave-taking, 
Ween France and him; pray you let us fit together, if | 
ur Father carry Authority with ſuch Diſpoſition as he bears, | 
laſt ſurrender of his will but offend us. | 
cen Reg, We ſhall further think of it. 
Gon, We muſt do ſomething, and i'th' Heat. [ Exeunt. 

. Enter Baſtard with a Letter. | 
Baſt. Thou Nature art my Goddeſs, to thy Law 
y Services are bound; wherefore ſhould 1! 
and in the Plague of Cuſtom, and permit 
he curioſity of Nations to deprive me, 
or that I am ſome twelve, or fourteen Moonſhines 
2 of a Brother? Why Baſtard ? wherefore baſe, 
hen my Dimenſions are as well compact, 

Mind as generous, and my Shape as true 
5 honeſt Madam's Iſſue? Why brand they thus 
ü baſe ? with Baſeneſs ? Baſtardy ? Baſe, Baſe? 
ho in the Juſty ſtealth of Nature, take 
Pore Compolition, and fierce Quality, 
es; han doth, within a dull, tale, tired Bed, 
Po io th' creating a whole Tribe of Fops, 
ot t ween aſleep and wake? Well then, 
gitimate Edgar, I muſt have your Land, 
ur Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmund. 
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As to th'legitimate; fine Word eee 

Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter ſpeed, 

And my Invention thrive, Edmund the baſe FD Z 

Shall to th ' legitimate grow, 1 oper; e 

Now Gods, ſtand up for Baſtarls. Wer 

Enter Gloſter, 2 © | 

Glo. Kent baniſh'd thus! and France in Choler partei 

And the King gone to Night! Preſcrib'd his Power, 

Confin'd to Exhibition ! All is gone | 

Upon the Gad !—Edmund, how now ? what Nene 2 

Baſt. So pleaſe your Lord ſhi p none. Putting up the Lett 
Glo. Why ſo earneſtly ſeek you to put up that Later? 
Baſt. I know no news, my Lord. 

Glo. What Paper were you reading? 

ew SR my Lord. | - 

Glo. No! what needed then that terrible Diſp tch of 
into your Pocket ? the quality of nothing, hath not {i 
need to hide irſelf. Let's ſee _ if it be nothing, 
ſhall not need Spectacles. | 

Baſt. I beſeech you Sir, pardon me; it is a Letter ſro 

my Brother, that I have not all o'er- read; and for ſo mu 
as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your o'er-looking, 
Slo. Give me 'the Leiter, Sir. 

Baſt. I ſhall offend either to detain, or give it; 
The Contents, as in part I underſtand . 

Are to blame. 

Glo. Let's ſee, let's ſee. 

Baſt. IJ hope, for my Brother's Jalticaion, he wrolf 
this but as an Eſſay or Taſte of my Virtue, 

Glo. reads,] This Policy, and Reverence of Age, mak 
the World bitter to the beſt of our times, keeps our Fortu 
From us, till our oldneſs cannot reliſh them, I begin to fi 
an idle and fond Bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged Tyra 
ny, which ſways not as it hath Power, but as it is ſuffer 
Come to me, that of this I may ſpeak more, If our Fat 
would ſleep till wak'd him, you ſhould enjoy half his! 
venue for ever, and live the beloved of your Brother. E 
gar. Hum '—Conſpiracy !—Sleep till I wake him—yc 
ſhould enjoy half his Revenue My Son Edgar had! 
a Hand to write this! a Heart and a Brain to breed iti 


When came this to your: ? who —— * 2. 


* 


Wh of King Lt As: 13 


„ 34f. It was not brought me, my Lord: there's the 


nning of it. 1 found it thrown in at a Caſement of 


0. You know the Character to be your Brother's ? 
| Baſt. If the matter were good, my Lord, I durſt ſwear 
were his; but in reſpect of that, I would fain think it 
rere not. 
Glo, It is his. | REES 3 
Baſt, It is his Hand, my Lord; I hope his Heart is not 
1 the Contents. | | 
Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this Buſineſs ? 
Bat. Never, my Lord. But I have heard him oft 
maintain it to be fit, that Sons at perfect Age, and Fathers 


he Son manage bis Revenue. 


er. Abhorred Villain! unnatural, deteſted brutiſh Vil- 
in! worſe than brutiſh ! Go, Sirrah, ſeek him; Pll 
pprehend him, Abominable Villain! where is he? 
Baſ?. 1 do not well know, my Lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
ou to ſuſpend your Indignation againſt my Brother, till 
ou can derive from him better Teſtimony of his Intenr, 
on ſhould run a certain Courſe 3 where, if you violently 
roceed againſt him, miſtaking his Purpoſe, it would make 
great gap in your Honour, and ſhake in pieces the Heart 
his Obedience. I dare pawn down my Life for him, 

hat he hath writ this to fee] my Affection to your Ho- 
our, and to no other pretence of Danger. 

Glo. Think you ſo? , 

Baſt. If your Honour judge it meet, I will place you 
Where you ſhall hear us confer this, and by an auricular 


ther Delay than this very Evening. 

offer im out; wind me into him, I pray you; frame the 
, to be in a due reſolution. | 

Baſt. 1 will ſeek him, Sir, preſently ; convey the Buſi- 
els as E ſhall find means, and acquaint you with all. 


Glo, Theſe late Eclipſes in the Sun and Moon portend 
B 


jeclin'd, the Father ſhould be as Ward to the Son, and 


6/0. O Villain, Villain! his very Opinion in the Let- 


* ſurance have your Satisfaction, and that without any 
Glo. He cannot be ſuch a Monſter. Edmund, ſeek. 


„„ Malineſs after your own Wiſdom. I would unſtate my 


o good to us; tho the Wiſdom of Nature en reaſons it 
& | pH thus 
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thus and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelf ſcourg'd by the fa 


divide. In Cities, Mutinies; in Countries, Diſcord ; iſ 


Fools by heav'nly Compulſion; Knaves, Thieves, a 


quent Effects. Love cools, Friendſhip falls off, Brother 


Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd *twixt Son ni 
Father. This Villain of mine comes under the Prediction 
there's Son againſt Father; the King falls from biaſs of Na 
ture, there's Father 2gainſt Child. We have ſeen the bein. 
of our time, Machinations, Hollowneſs, Treachery, ar 
all ruinous Diſorders follow us diſquietly to our Gray 
Find out this Villain, Edmund; it ſhall loſe thee nothing 
do it carefully and the noble and true-hearted Kent h; 


niſh'd! his Offence, Honeſty, Tis ſtrange. LE 


Baſt. This is the excellent foppery of the World, thy 
when we are ſick in Fortune, often the Surfeits of on 
own Behaviour, we make guilty of our Diſaſters, the Sw 
the Moon, and Stars; as if we were Villains on neceſſi 


Treachers by ſpherical Predominance ; Drunkards, Lyan 
and Adulterers by an inforc'd Obedience of planetary li 
Avence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine thruftin 
on. An admirable Evaſion of Whore- maſter Man, to! 


his goatiſh Diſpoſition on the charge of a Star; my h by 
ther compounded with my Mother under the Dragon! nt of 


Tail, and my Nativity was under Urſa Major, fo that i 
follows, I am rough and lecheroue. 1 ſhould have bet 


that I am, had the maidenlieſt Star in the Firmanei” Pr 

twinkled on my Baſtardizing. f = 

I Enter Edgar. 75 887 . 

Pat! —be comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Con CP 
dy; my Cue is villainous Melancholy, with a Sigh lik 
Tom o' Bedlam -—— O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe) 

| viſions?! Fa, Sol, La, Me. . Gon. 


Edg. How now, Brother Edmund, what ſerious Con [ his 
templation are you in ? 5 
Baſt, 1 am thinking, Brother, of a Prediction I re: Gon, 


this o:her Day, what ſhowd follow theſe Eclipſes. e flall 


Eag. Do you buſy your ſelf with that? Wt fe 
Baſt. 1 promiſe you the Effects he writes of, ſucceeF's Kni 
unbappily. | n eye] 
When ſaw you my Father laſt ? | will n 
Edg. The Night gone by. vou 


Baſt. Spake you with him? | Ed 


* 


of King knew | 15 


Edg. Ay, ewo hours together, 

Baſt, Parted you in good Terms ? found you.no iſe 
leaſure in him, by Word, nor Countenance ? 
Edg. None at all. 

Baſt. Bethink your ſelf wherein you have offended him: 


18 ſe 
ther 
; in 
| an{ 
tion, 
f Nu 
e belt 
; and 
ray 
hing 
7, b 
Ext 


his inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the Miſchief of 
our Perſon, it wou'd ſcarcely allay, 

Edg. Some Villain hath done me wrong, 

Baft. That's my Fear: I pray you have a continent for- 
earance till the ſpeed of his Rage goes ſlower : And as I 
„ retire with me to my Lodgings, from whence I will 


? * tly bring you to hear my Lord ſpeak; Pray you go, 
es my Key: If you do ſtir abroad, go arm dg. 
efl Eds. Arm'd, Brother! 


Baſt, Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt ; T am no ho- 
eſt Man, if there be any good Meaning toward ycu: [ 
we told you what I have ſeen and heard; but faintly ; no- 


„ a0 
Lyar 


* ing like the I d H * : 

or g Uke the mage an Orror o it; pray you away. 
_ Edg. Shall I hear from you anon? 15 
. k Baſt. I do ſerve you in this Buſineſs, 


credulous Father, and a Brother noble, 

hoſe Nature is ſo far from doing harms, 

hat he ſuſpects none; on whoſe fooliſh Honeſty | 

ly Practices ride eaſy ; I fee the Buſineſs, 

et me, if not by Birth, have Lands by Wit, 

| with me's meet, that 1 can faſhion fit. [ Exife 


CENE II. The Duke of Albany*s Palace. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward, 
Gon, Did my Father ſtrike my Gentleman for chiding 
{ his Fool ? | 
Stew. Ay, Madam, 
Gon, By Day and Night he wrongs me; every Hour 
e flaſhes into one groſs Crime, or r Other, 
at ſets us all at odds; I'll not endure it; 
Knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
n every Trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
will not ſpeak with him, ſay I am ſick, 
you come lack of former Services, 
8 A. You 


1 
Jug 
hat | 
> beet 


ja nel 


I res 


Ind at my entreaty forbear his Preſence, until ſome little 
ime hath qualified the Heat of his Diſpleaſure z which at 
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Tou ſhall do well, the fault of it Ill anſwer. 
Stew. He's coming, Madam, I hear him. 
Gon. Put on what weary Negligence you pleaſe, ; 
You and your Fellows: I'd have it come to * i : 
If he diſtaſte it, let him to my Siſter, | 
Whoſe Mind and mine I know i in that are one - 
Remember what I have ſaid. | 
Stew, Well, Madam. | 
Gon. And let his Knights have colder Looks among you 
What grows of it no matter, adviſe your Fellows fo, ]' 
write ſtrait to my Siſter to hold my Courſe. Prepate f 


Pinner. 5 [E I N 
Enter Kent diſguis'd. Pov 

_ Kent. If but as well J other Accents borrow, | er h 
And can my Speech diſuſe, my good intent | al n 


May carry thro it ſelf to that full Iſſue 
For which I raz'd my Likeneſs. Now, baniſh'd Ken, i «;; 
If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, z. 
So may it come ; thy Maſter whom thou lov 7, | 
Shall find thee full of Labours. 
Horns within, Enter Lear, Knights and bed 
Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for Pinner, g go get it read 
How now, what art thou? 
Kent. A Man, Sir. 5 5 
Lear. What doſt thou profeſs? What wouldſt o. 
wich us? La 
Kent, 1 do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem: to ſe 
bim truly that will put me in truſt, to love bim tha 
honeſt, to converſe with him that is wiſe, and ſays In, 
o fear Judgment, to fi ht _ I cannot ule, and 
ear no Fiſh, 
Lear. What art thou? 
Kent, A very honeſt-hearted Fellow, - ds as poor 
the King. Kniz 
Lear. If thou beeſt as poor for a Subject, as he's (0 hike 
| King, thou art poor enough, What Aer thou * ur H 
Kent. Service. | Lear, 
Lear. Whom wouldſt thou ſerve? u. 
Kent, Tou. ö 693351 haye x 
Lear. Doſt thou know me, Fellow? xy pre 
Kent, No, Sir, but you have that in your Countena! r inte 
| which I would fain call Maſter, LS Da. 
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Tear. What's that ? 
Kent. Authority. 5 
Lear. What Services canſt thou do? | 
Kent, 1 can keep honeſt Counſels, ride, run, mar a 
urious Tale in telling it, and deliver a plain Meſſage 
Wuntly : That which ordinary Men are fit for, I am qua- 
lied in, and the beſt of me is Diligence, 
Lear. How old art thou ? | 
Jou Kent, Not fo young, Sir, to love a Woman for ſing- 
ng, nor ſo old to doat on her for any thing, I have 
ears on my Back forty eight, 5 
Lear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me; if I like thee 
jo worſe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Din- 
er ho, Dinner—where's my Knave? my Fool? go you and 
ll my Fool hither. You, you, Sirrah, where's my Daughter? 
3 | Enter Steward, hs | 
eng Stew. So pleaſe you , „ 
1d, WW Lear. What ſays the Fellow there? Call the Clotpole 
ik ; Where's my Fool? Ho I think the World's 
leep: how now? where's that Mungrel? _ 
Knight. He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 
real Tear. Why came not the Slave back to me when 1 
Id bim? EE | 
Knight.- Sir, he anſwered in the roundeſt manner, he 
& uod nor. | TT. | 2 
L:ar. He would not ? 1 a 
o ſe Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is; but 
chat my Judgment, your Highneſs is not entertain'd with 
ys lug ceremonious Affection as you were wont; there's a 
and Neat abatement of Kindneſs appears as well in the gene- 
Ibependants, as in the Duke himſelf alſo, and your 
zughter. 3 5 | 
poo! = Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo ? „ 
„ig... 1 veſeech you pardon me, my Lord, if I be 
e's [0iliken ; for my Duty cannot be ſilent, when I think 
u? Dir Highneſs is wrong'd. | | 
| Lear, Thou but remembreſt me of my own Concep- 
on. I have perceiv'd a moſt faint neglect of late, which 
aye rather blamed as my own jealous Curioſity, than as a. 
5 pretence and purpoſe of Unkindneſs; I will look fur- 
nenauffr into't: but where's my Fool? I have not ſeen him this 
—— "FE | Knight 
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Knight. Since my young Lady's going into France, Sir, Non 
the Fool hath much pined away. : | 
Lear, No more of that, I have noted it well; go y 
and tell my Daughter, I would ſpeak with her. Go y, 
call hither my Fool; O you Sir, come you hither Sir, who 
am I Sir? Enter Steward. | | 
Stew, My Lady's Father. 
Lear. My Lady's Father? my Lords Knave, pour 
whoreſon Dog, you Slave, you Cur. Rid 
Stew, I am none of theſe, my Lord; _— 
Il beſeech your Pardon. | | 
Lear. Do you bandy Looks with me, you Rafeal ? 
| | Striking hin 


Stew. I'll not be ſtrucken, my Lord. 
Kent. Nor tript neither, you baſe Foot-ball Player. 
| (Trapping up his Het 
Lear. I thank thee, Fellow. - 
Thou ſerv'ſt me, and I'll love tgje. 
| Kent. Come, Sir, ariſe, away, I'll teach you Difference Wing 
Away, away, if you will meaſure your Lubbers Lengh 
again, tarry; but away, go to; have you Wiſdom, ſo. 
Lear. Now my friendly Knave, I thank thee, there 
earneft of thy Seryice. „ 


Enter Fool. L. 

Fool. Let me hire him too, here's my Coxcomb. Fo 
„ [Giving his Ca) bitt 

Tear. How now my pretty Knave? how doſt thou! I Le 
Fo 


Fool. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcomb. 
Kent. Why, my Boy: WEE toy 
Fool. Why ? for taking one's part that's out of fayour 
nay, an thou canſt not ſmile as the Wind fits, thou Fo 
catch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcomb: why thi u 
Fellow has baniſh'd two on's Daughters, and did the thi lovet 
a Bleſſing againſt his Will; if thou follow him, thou 
muſt needs wear my Coxcomb. How now Nunc Rule 
would I had two Coxcombs, and two Daughters. len © 
Lear. Why, my Boy? nip! 
Fool. If I give them all my Living, VIl keep my C ö; 
comb myſelf; there's mine, beg another of thy Daughter 
Lear, Take heed, Sirrah, the Whip. | 


Fool. Truth's a Dog muſt to kennel, he muſt be whif 
Ob 
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di. Mont, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by th? Fire and ſtink, 
Lear. A peſtilent gall to me. 
you Fool. Sirrah, VII teach thee a Speech, [To Kent. 
vou Tear. Do. 
who Fool, Mark it, Nuncle. 
: Have more than thou ſhoweſt, 
Speak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
Lend leſs than thou oweſt, 
Ride more than thou goeſt, 
Learn more than thou troweſt, 
det leſs than thou throweſt: 
Lave thy Drink and thy Whore, 
od keep in Door, | 
And thou ſhalt have more 
Than two tens to a ſcore, 
Kent, This is nothing, Fool, | 
Fool, Then it is like the Breath of an unfee'd Lawyer, 
you give me nothing for't; can you make no uſe of no- 
bing, Uncle? 
Lear. Why no, Boy, 
Noch ing can be made out of nothing. 
Fool, Prithee tell him, ſo much the Rent of his Land 
omes to, he will not believe a fool. (To Kent. 
Lear, A bitter Fool. 
Fool, Doſt thou know the difference, wy Boy, berween 
bitter Fool and a ſweet one? | 
Lear, No Lad: teach me. | 
Fool, Nuncle, give me an Egg, and ru give thee two 
towns. 
wou Lear. What two Crowns ſhall they be! > 
thou Fool. Why, after I have cut the Egg i'th' middle, and 
y ter up the Meat, the two Crowns of the Egg: When thou 
e thi-W0velt thy Crown i i'th' middle, and gaveſt away both Parts, 
tbhaßhbou bor'ſt thine Aſs on thy Back o'er the Dirt; thou padſt 
unc tle Wit in thy bald Crown, when thou gav'ſt thy gol- 
den one away: If I ſpeak ike * elk in this, let him be 
"hipt that firſt finds it ſo, 


y Cot Fools had neer leſs Grace in a Tear c 

ghieiſ For Wiſemen are grown foppiſh, . 
Aud know not how their Nuts to wear, 

whit Their Manners are ſo apiſh. 
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Lear, When were you wont to be ſo full of Song 
Sirrah? | 5 

Fool. J have uſed it Nuncle, e'er ſince thou mad'ſt ty 2 
Daughters thy Mothers; for when thou gav'ſt them the 
Rod, and putt'ſt down thine Breeches, then they 


For ſudden Foy did weep, | [Singing, 

And 1 for Sorrow ſung, 

That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peep, 
And go the Fools among. 


Prithee Nuncle keep a School-maſter that can teach thy 
Fool to lye; I would fain learn to lye. <p 

Lear. An you lye, Sirrah, we'll have you whipt. 

Fool, I marvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are; 
they'll have me whipt for ſpeaking true, thou*lt have nei 
wbipt for lying; and ſometimes I am whipt for holding 
my Peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing than a Foo 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle ; thou haſt pare 
thy Wit o'both ſides, and left nothing ibth' middle; hers 
comes one o'the parings. E 


| Enter Gonerill, F 
Tear. How now Daughter? what makes that Frontet MW IL 
on? You are too much of late th? frown. G 


Fool, Thou waſt a pretty Fellow when thou hadſt fe 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with 
out a Figure; I am better than thou art now, I am FoolfſÞ 
thou art nothing. Yes forſooth 1 will hold my Tongut Here 


ſo your Face bids me, tho you ſay nothing, - 
1 ha 


Mum Mum, he that keeps nor Cruſt nor Crum, [Singt Whey 
Weary of ail, ſhall want ſome, lak 
That's a ſnell'd Peſcod. | 1 

Gon. Not only, Sir, this your all- licens'd Fool, * 
But other of your inſolent Retinue, oy 5 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth ” 
In rank, and not to be endured Riots, Sir. nd 
I had thought, by making this well known unto you, 45 b 
To have found a ſafe Redreſs; but now grow fearful hi 
By what your ſelf too late have ſpoke and done, » * 


That you protect this courſe, and put it on 


By your Allowance; which if you- ſhould, the Fault N 
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7ould not ſcape Cenſure, nor the Redreſſes ſleep; 
Vhich in the tender of a wholeſome Weal, 
Might in their working do you that Offence, 
Which elſe were ſhame) that then neceſſity 
ill call diſcreet Proceeding, . : 14 
Fool, For you know, Nuncle, the Hedge-ſparrow fed 
he Cuckoo ſo long, that it had its Head bit off by its 
young 3 ſo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling. 
Lear. Are you our Daughter? Xs 
Gon, 1 would you would make uſe of your good Wiſdom, 
h th hereof I know you are fraught,” and put away | 

Theſe Diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 

from what you rightly are. 36 

Fool. May not an Aſs know when the Cart draws the 

Horſe? Whoop Jug I love thee. | 


ones! 


ſt thy 
m the 


ging, 


S are? 
Ve me 


old Lear. Does any here know me? This is not Lear: 
Foo Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes? 
pare ther his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings | : 
bene lethargied—— Ha! waking !——Tis not fo ; 


ha is it that can tell me who 1 am? 
Fool, Lear's Shadow, | 
Lear, Your Name, fair Gentlewoman? 
Gon. This Admiration Sir, is much o'th' fayour 
It not other your new Pranks. I do beſeech you 

with ro underſtand my Purpoſes aright : 

Fool.ſ'ou, as you are old and reyerend, ſhould be wiſe, 
)noueWicre do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 

ien fo diſorder'd, ſo debauch'd, and bold, 8 

That this our Court, infected wich their Manners, 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicuriſm and Luſt 
lake it more like a Tavern or a Brothel, 
Than a grac'd Palace. The Shame itſelf doth ſpeak 

or inſtant Remedy. Be then deſir'd 

y her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 
\little to diſquantity your Train 5 

nd the Remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 
To be ſuch Men as may beſort your Age, 
/hich know themſelyes and you. 

Lear. Darkneſs and Devils! oe TE 

daddle my Horſes, call my Train together 
degenerate Baſtard ! 1'I1 not trouble thee; 5 
et have I left a Daughter. | Con. 


Intet 


Singt. 


would 
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More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, 


And in the moſt exact regard, ſupport 


Which like an Engine wrench'd my frame of Nature 


Dry up in her the Organs of Increaſe, 


Let it ſtamp Wrinkles in her Brow of Youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Channels in her Cheeks, 


How ſharper than a Serpent's Tooth it is, 
To have a thankleſs Child. Away, wa 


Whereof comes this? 


Gon, You ſtrike my People, and your diſorder'd Rabbi ut | 
Make Servants of their Betters. 1 s L 
| | Enter Albany. 

Lear. Wo! that too late repents — | 
Is it your Will, Speak, Sir? Prepare my Horſes To Al 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted Fiend, 


Than the Sea-monſter. | 
Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient, 5 
Tear. Deteſted Kite! thou lyeſt. [To Gone 
My Train are Men of clioice and rareſt Parts, 
That all particulars of Duty know, : 


The worſhips of their Names. O moſt ſmall Fault! 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 


From the fix'd Place; drew from my Heart all Love, 

And added to the Gall. O Lear, Lear, Tear! 

Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, [Striking his Head 

And thy dear Judgment out. Go, go, my People. 
Alb. My Lord, I am guiltleſs, as I am ignorant 

Of what hath moved you. | 
Lear, It may be ſo, my Lord 

Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddeſs, hear ! 

Suſpend thy Purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 

To make this Creature fruitful : 

Into her Womb convey Sterility, 


And from her derogate Body never ſpring 

A Babe to honour her. If ſhe muſt teem, 
Create her Child of Spleen, that it may live, 
And be a thwart, diſnatur'd Torment to her; 


Turn all her Mother's Pains and Benefits 
To Laughter and Contempt ; that ſhe may feel, 


Ab. Now Gods that we adore, 


Gon, Never afflift your ſelf to know of it: 


Nabil let bis Diſpoſition have that Scope 
hs Dotage gives it. 
i % aas Les: | 
Lear. What, an of my Followers at a clap? 
"Al Vithin a Fortnight — | 
| Alb. What's the matter, Sir ? . 
Lear. 1'l] tell thee——Life and Death, I am aſham'd 
hat thou haſt power to ſhake my Manhood thus; 
hat theſe hot Tears, which break from me perforce, 
hould make thee worth them—Blaſts and Fogs upon thee 3 
h' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe 
lerce every Senſe about thee, Old fond Eyes, 
weep her once again, I'll pluck ye out, 
Ind caſt you with the Waters that you loſe 
o temper Clay. Ha! Let it be fo 
baye another Daughter, 
Who Jam ſure is kind and comfortable; | 
Yhen ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her Nails 
Hull"! flea thy wolviſh Viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 
hat I' reſume the Shape which thou doſt think | 
have caſt off for ever. [Ex. Lear and Aitendants. 
Gon, Do you mark that? CS: 
Alb. I cannot be ſo partial, Gonerzl, 
o the great Love I bear you. | 
Gon, Pray you be content. What Ofwald, ho! 
ou, Sir, more knaye than Fool, after your Maſter, 
Fool, Nuncle Lear, Nuncle Lear, | 
arry, take the Fool with thee ; 
| Fox, when one has caught her, 
Ind ſuch a Daughter, 
hould ſure to the Slaughter 
my Cap would buy a Halter, 3 
o the Fool follows aſter. 20 Eri. 
Con. This Man hath had good Counſel — a hundred 
Knights! „ | 
is politick, and ſaſe to let him keep 
t point a hundred Knights; yes, that on every Dream 
[Exitach Buz, each Fancy, each Complaint, Diſlike, 
e may enguard his Dotage with their Powers, 
Ind hold our Lives in Mercy. Oſwald, I ſay. 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far, 


Gon, 
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Gon. Safer * truſt too far; 

Let me till take away the harms I fear, | 
Not fear ſtill to be taken, I know his Heart; 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my Siſter 3 
If ſhe'll ſuſtain him and his hundred Knights, 
When !] have ſhew'd the unfitneſs 

Enter Steward. 
How now, Oſwald ? | | 
What, have you writ that Letter to my Siſter? 
Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Gon. Take you ſome Company, and any to Hon Nou 
Inform her full of my particular Fear, | 
And thereto add ſuch Reaſons of your own | 
As may compact it more, Get you gone, has 
And haſten your Return. No, no, my Lord, 

[Exit Stewar, j 


This milky Gentleneſs, and Courſe of yours, Fo 

Tho I condemn not, yet under Pardon e 1 

You are much more at Task for want of Wiſdom, "n, 
Than prais'd for harmleſs Mildneſs. Ta 


Alb, How far your Eyes may pierce | I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what' s well, 
Gon, Nay then | 
Alb. Well, well, th' Event. * {Exon 
Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Fool. 
Lear. Go you before to Gloſter with theſe Loris; 2 
quaint my Daughter no further with any thing you kno 
than comes from her demand out of the Letter: if yoſher \ 
Diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore you. 
Kent, I will not ſleep, "ny Lord, till I have deliver 


Dr 

your Letter. — 

Pool. If a Man's Brains were in his Heels, wer't not I Cen 

danger of Kibes ? | Lea; 

Lear. Ay, Boy. Fool 

Fool. Then I prithee be merry, thy Wi ſhall not Mall n 
flip- -ſhod. | 


Lear. Ha, ha, ha, 

Fool. Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will uſe thee kind) 
for tho ſhe's as like this as a Crab's like an apple, yet Ic 
tell what I can tell. 


Lear, What canſt tell, Boy: ? 
-J EC. 
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e's Face? 

Lear, No. 

Fool, Why to keep one's i of either ſide one's Noſe; 3 
at what a Man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 

Lear. 1 did her Wrong. 

Fool. Canſt tell how an Oyſter makes his Shell? 
Lear. No. 


ouſe. 

Lear. Why? 

| Fool, Why to put's Head in, not to give it away t to his 
ughters, and leave his Horns without a Caſe. | 
Lear. I will forget my Nature: ſo kind a Father ! Be 


eu Horſes ready? 


_: 

Laar. Becauſe they are not eight. 

Fool, Yes indeed; thou wouldſt make a good Fool. 
”m To take't again perforce——Monſter | ! Ingrati- 
e! | 

eum Fool, If you were my Fool, Nuncle, I'd have thee 
Nieten for being old before thy time. 

rs; Tear. How's that? 


FS 


1 Knoſf reo. Thou ſhouldſt not haye been old, till thou hadſt 


if JoYſfen wiſe, 8 

l- Lear. O let me not be mad, not mak fowl Heay* n! 
eliyenſtep me in temper, I would not be mad. How now, 
g e the Horſes ready? 
t not Cent. Ready, my Lord. 

Lear. Come, Boy. 

Fool, She that's a Maid now, and laughs at my Departure, 
| not Fill not be a Maid long, unleſs * be cut ſhorter, 

| [ Exeunt, 


kind 
et Ic 


-C ACT 


Fi 


Fool. She will taſte as like this, as a Crab do's to a 
rab 3 canſt thou tell why one's Noſe ARS pech mid de 


Fool. Nor I neither : but I can tell why a Snail has a 


Fool. Thy Aﬀes are gone about em; the Reaſon why 
e ſeyen Stars are no more than is a pretty Rea. 
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ACT Il. SCENE I. Pe 
s C E N E, 4 Caſle belonging to the Ealff 


of Gloſter. 

Enter Baſtard, and Curan, ſeverally. 
Baſt, AVE thee, Curan. 9 5 op 

Cur. And you, Sir ; I have been 
With your Father, and given him notice | g 
That the Duke of Cornwall, and Regan his Dutcheſi * 
Will be here with him this Night. 7 
Baſt. How comes that? | ſol 
Cur. Nay I know not; you have heard of the New 6 
abroad, I mean the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet but - 


Ear-kiſſing Arguments. 
- Baſt. Not I; pray you what are they? | 
Cur, Have you heard of no likely Wars toward, 
*Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 
Baſt. Not a Word. | 5 
Cur. You may do then in time. 
Fare you well, Sir, | [Exit 
Baſt, The Duke be here to Night! the better, beſt; 
This waves itſelf perforce into my Buſineſs, - 
My Father hath ſet Guard to take my Brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy Queſtion 
Which I muſt act; Briefneſs, and Fortune work. 
nn Enter Edgar. | | 
Brother, a Word, deſcend, Brother, I ſay, 
My Father watches; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid; _ 
You have now the good Advantage of the Night—— 
Have you not ſpoken againſt the Duke of Cornwall ? 
He's coming hither ; now i'th' Night, iꝗ'th' haſte, 
And Egan with him: have you nothing faid 
Upon his Party *gainſt the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe your ſelf, | Z 
Edg. J am ſure on't, not a Word. 
Baſt. 1 hear my Fathei coming. Pardon me 
In cunning, 1 muſt draw my Sword upon you 


Pray 


praw, ſeem to defend your (elf, 
ow quit you well . | 
jeld—come before my Father—Light hoa, here, 
fly, Brother—Torches !—ſo farewel [Ex. Edg, 
dome Blood drawn on me would beget Opinion 
| | [Wounds his Arm, 
ol my more fierce endeavour. I have ſeen Drunkards 
Do more than this in Sport, Father ! Father ! 
op, ſtop, no help? | = ES 
Enter Glofter, and Servants with Torches. 
Glo. Now Edmund, where's the Villain? | 
| Baff. Here ftood he in the dark, his ſharp Sword our, 
3 | umbling of witked Charms, conjuring the Moon 
ſo ſtand his auſpicious Miſtreſs, 
Glo, But where is he ? 
Baſt, Look, Sir, I bleed. 
Glo, Where is the Villain, Edmund? 
Baſt. Fled this way, Sir, when by no means he could 
Glo, Purſue him, ho ! go after. By no means, what ?— 
Baſt, Perſuade me to the Murder of your Lordſhip; 
I; that I told him the revenging Gods 
anſt Parricides did all their Thunder bend, 
woke with how manifold and ſtrong a Bond : 
be Child was bound to-th' Father. Sir, in fine, 
eing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
0 his unnatural Purpoſe, in fell Motion 
ith his prepared Sword, he _— home 
h unprovided Body, lanc'd mine Arm; 
nd when he ſaw my beſt alarmed Spirits, | 
Id in the Quarrel's right, rouz'd to th* encounter, 
r whether gaſted by the Noiſe I made 8 
Il ſuddenly he fled. | 
Glo, Let him fly far; ©, | 
ot in this Land al he remain uncau t 
nd found; diſpatch, the Noble Duke, my Maſter, 
worthy Arch and Patron, comes to Night, 
bis Authority 1 will proclaim it, | 
at he which finds him ſball deſerve our Thanks, 
nging the murderous Coward to the Stake ; 
that conceals him, Death, 


varl 
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I threatned to diſcover him; he replied, 


Jo make thee ſeek it. [ Trumpets with 


Would he deny his Letter, ſaid he? 
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Baſt. When I diſſuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curſt — 


Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doſt thou think, ; 

If I would ſtand againſt thee, would the Repoſal 

Of any Truſt, Virtue, or Worth in thee | 

Make thy words faith'd 2 - No, by what I ſhould fe, 

(As this I would, altho thou did(t produce 

My very Charadter) I'd turn it all 

To thy Suggeſtion, Plot, and damned Practice; 

And thou muſt make a dullard of the World, | 

If they not thought the Profits of my Death = Be 

Were very pregnant and potential Spirits He 

l 
Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Villain! 0 

| Na 
Hark, the Duke's Trumpets ! I know not why he come: No 


| 


All Ports Vil bar, the Villain ſhall not ſcape, 1 
The Duke muſt grant me that; beſides, his Picture ( 
I will ſend far and near, that all the Kingdom | 0 
May have due Note of him: and of my Land, Wh 
Loyal and natural Boy, I'll work the Means f 
To make thee capable. | | h 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants, Dur 


Corn, How now, my noble Friend; ſince I came hi f 


Which I can call but now, I have heard ſtrangeneſs. Wo 


Reg. If it be true, all Vengeance comes too ſhort ron 


Which can purſue th? Offender. How does my Lord? ay 


Glo. O Madam, my old Heart is crack'd, it's crack d. Nou 

Reg. What, did my Father's Godſon ſeck your Life? hi 
He whom my Father nam'd, your Edgar / | 

Glo. O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 

Reg. Was he not Companion with the riotous Knight 
That tended upon my Father ? 

Glo. I know not, Madam; 'tis too bad, too bad. 


Baſt. Yes, Madam, he was of that Conſort. St 
Reg. No marvel then, tho he were ill-affefted; K. 

_ *Tis they have put him on the old Man's Death, | BY7 
To have th' expence and waſte of Revenues ; _ 
1 have this preſent Evening from my Siſter te 


Been well inform d of them, and wich ſuch Caution, Ky 
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That if they came to ſojourn at my Houſe, 
ll not be there. 1 | 

Cor, Nor I, aſſure thee, Regan; 
Edmund, I hear that you have ſhewn,your Father 
A Child-like Office. | $5 
Baſt, It is my Duty, Sir, | 

Glo. He did bewray his PraQice, and receiy'd 
his hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him, 

Corn. Is he purſued ? » 

Glo. Ay, my good Lord, _ 

Corn. If he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe. As for you, Edmund, 
hoſe Virtue and Obedience doth this inſtante 
zo much commend it ſelf, you ſhall be ours: 

Natures of ſuch deep truſt we ſhall much need; 
come Nou we firſt ſeize on. | 
Baſt, 1 ſhall ſerve you, Sir, truly, however elſe. 
Glo. For bim I thank your Grace. | 
Corn. You know not why we came to viſit you, 
Thus out of ſeaſon thredding dark-ey'd Night? 

Reg. Occaſions, noble Gloſter, of ſome prize, 
Vherein we muſt have uſe of your Advice 
Dur Father he hath writ, ſo bath our Siſter; 
ne hiho Differences, which 1 beſt thought it fit 


lem, 


Withi 


neſs. {Wo anſwer from our home; the ſeveral Meſſengers 

nort rom hence attend diſpatch. Our good old Friend, 
Lord? ay Comforts to your Boſom, and beſtow | 
rack'd, our needſul Counſel to our Buſineſſes, 


hich crave the inſtant uſe. 
Glo. I ſerve you, Madam. | 
Lour Graces are right welcome. a [Exeunt, 
Knigli Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 
Stew. Good dawning to thee, Friend, art of this Houſe ? 
bad, Kent. Ay. 5 „„ ” 
Stew, Where may we ſet our Horſes ? 
1; Kent. PDih Mire;- 
eu. Prithee if thou lov'ſt me tell me. 
Kent. I love thee not. 
I Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 
ions, Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I would make 
_— | | 2 | | > Wes 
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' thee care for me. > 5 Col 
Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee not, Se. 
Kent. Fellow, I know thee. | Ke 
Stew. What doſt thou know me for? 
Kent. A Knave, a Raſcal, and eater of broken Mea, 
a baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three-ſuited, hundre 
pound, filthy Worſted - ſtocking Knave, a Lilly-livered, kc 
tion-taking, whorſon, Glaſs-gazing, ſuper· ſerviceable, fini 
cal Rogue, one Trunk-inheriting Slave; one that would ! 
be a Bawd in way of good Service, and art nothing bi 
the compoſition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pande 
and the Son and Heir of a Mungril-Bitch ; one whom | 
will beat into clamorous whining, if thou deny'ſt the lea 
Syllable of thy Addition. 3 2 
Stew. Why what a monſtrous Fellow art thou, thu 
a rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knay 
thee? : | 
Kent. What a brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou to deny ibo 


knoweſt me? Is it two Days ſince 1 tript up thy Heel Ker 
and beat thee before the King? Draw you Rogue, ſe Cor 
tho it be Night, yet the Moon ſhines 5 1'll make a 80 Ken 


o'th* Moonſhine of you: you whorſon Culleinly Barbe WhO 
monger, draw. Drawing his SwordWLike R 
Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 00 1 
Kent. Draw, you Raſcal; you come with Letters bat i 
gainſt the King, and take Vanity the Puppet's part, againiÞbring ( 


the Royalty of her Father; draw, you Rogue, or I'll (FReneg 
carbonado your Shanks——draw, you Raſcal, come jou With 
Ways. : | Know 
Stew. Help ho! Murder! help! A plag 


Kent, Strike, you Slave; ſtand, Rogue, ſtand you neaſſSmile 
Slave, ſtrike. | 7 [ Bearing himſGoole, 
Stew, Help, ho! Murder! Murder I'd dri 


Enter Baſtard, Cornwall, Regan, Gloſter, and Servant, Cer 
Baſt. How now, what's the Matter? Par. Glo, 
Kent. With you, goodman Boy, if you pleaſe, com Ker 
I' fleſh ye, come on young Maſter. os Than 
Glo. Weapons! Arms! What's the Matter here? Cor: 


Corn. Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that ſtrikg} Ker: 
gain: what's the Matter? . 
Reg, The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King? I. Ker 
| : 8 =” Cor I haye 


* 
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Corn. What is your difference? ſpeak. | 
Stew, J am ſcarce in breath, my Lord, | 
Kent, No maryel you have fo beftir'd your Valour, you 
owardly Raſcal, Nature diſclaims all ſhare in thee ; A 
Tailor made thee, eo | 
Cor. Thou art a ſtrange Fellow g a Tailor make a Man? 
Kent. A Tailor, Sir? a Stone-cutter, or a Painter 
ould not have made him ſo ill, tho they had been but 
yo Years O'th* Trade, BE” LES 
Corn, Speak yet, how grew your Quarrel ? 
Stew, The antient Rufftan, Sir, whoſe Life I have 
par'd at ſuit of his gray Beard | | 
Kent, Thou whorſon Zed! thou unneceſſary Letter! 
Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this un- 
Wolted Villain into Mortar, and daub the Wall of a Jakes 

ith him. Spare my gray Beard, you Wag - tail. 
Corn. Peace, Sirrah | 
ou beaſtly Knave, know you no Reverence ? 
Kent, Yes, Sir, but Anger hath a privilege, 
Corn, Why art thou angry ? 
Kent, That ſuch a Slaye as this ſhould wear a Sword, 
Vho wears no Honeſty : Such ſmiling Rogues as theſe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy Cords a-twain, 
oo intricate t'unlooſe ; ſmooth every Paſſion 
hat in the Natures of their Lords rebel, 
Bring Oil to Fire, Snow to their colder Moods, 
enege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon Beaks, 
Vith every gale, and vary of their Maſters, 
Knowing naught, like Dogs, but following: 
A plague upon your Epileptick Viſage, 
mile you my Speeches, as J were a Fool? 
Gooſe, if I had you upon Sarum Plain, 
I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Cern. What art thou mad, old Fellow? 

Glo. How fell you out, ſay hat? 
mei Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Than I, and ſuch a Knave. | 


Ot, 
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Corn. Why doſt thou call him Knave? What is his Fault? 
ik} Kent. His Countenance likes me not. 

Corn, No more perchance does mine, nor his, nor hers. 
J. Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain, 
haye ſeen better Faces in my time, LEE Than 
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Than ſtands on any Shoulder that 1 ſee 
Before me, at this Inſtant. 

Corn, This is ſome Fellow, 
Who having been prais'd for "Py doth affect 
A faucy roughneſs, and conſtrains the garb 
Quite from his Nature, He cannot flatter, he, 
An honeſt Mind, and plain, and he muſt ſpeak truth: 
An they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plain. 
Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainneſs, 
Harbour more Craft, and more corrupter Ends, 

Than twenty filly ducking Obſervants, 

That ſtretch their Duties nicely. 

Rent. Sir, in good faith, in ſincere verity, 
Under th' allowance of your great Aſpect, 
Whoſe Influence like the wreath of radiant Fire, 
Or flicking Phœbus front 
Corn. What mean'ſt by this? 


Kent. To go out of my Dialect, which you diſcommen 


ſo much; I know, Sir, I am no Flatterer 3 he that 
guil'd you in a plain Accent, was a plain Knave, which fe 
my part I will not be, tho 1 ſhould win your Diſpleal 
to intreat me to't. 
Corn. What was th* Offence you gave him? 
Stew, I never gave him any: 
It pleas'd the King his Maſter very lately, 
To ſtrike at me upon his Miſconſtruction, 
When he compact, and flattering his Diſpleaſure, 
Tript me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of Man, 
That worried him, got praiſes of the King, 
For him attempting, who was ſelf- ſubdu'd, 
And in the fleſhment of this dead — 
Drew on me here again. 
Kent. None of theſe Rogues, and Cowarde, 
Zut Ajax is their Fool. 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ſtubborn antient Knave, you ceverej Brag gart, 
We'll teach you. | 
' Kent. Sir, Iam too old to learn: 
Call not your Stocks for me, I ſerve the King; 
On whoſe Imployment I was ſent to you. 
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ou ſhall do ſmall Reſpects, ſhew too bold Malice 
goainſt the Grace and Perſon of my Maſter, 
gocking his Meſſenger, 3 | | 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ; | | 
As have Life and Honour, there ſhall he fit till Noon. 
Reg. Tili Noon ! till Night my Lord, and all Night too. 
Kent, Why Madam, if I were your Father's Dog 
ou ſhouid not uſe me ſo. $57. Is 
Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will, [Stocks brought out. 
Corn. This is a Fellow of the ſelf-ſame Colour 
bur Siſter ſpeaks of. Come bring away the Stocks. 
W Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace, not to do ſo; 
Erne King his Maſter needs muſt take it ill, 
hat he's ſo ſlightly valued in his Meſſenger, 
o have him thus reſtrain'd. J : q 
Corn, I'll anſwerthat, [Kent is put in the Stocks, 
Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more worſe, 
o have her Gentleman abus'd, aſſaulted. 
Corn, Come, my Lord away. Exit. 
Glo, 1 am ſorry for thee, Friend; *tis the Duke's pleaſure, 
/hoſe Diſpoſition ail the World well knows 
ill not be rub'd nor ſtopt. I'll intreat for thee, 
Kent. Pray do not, Sir. 1 have watch'd and travell'd 
Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt 1']] whiſtle; (hard, 
A good Man's fortune may grow out at Heels. 
ye you good Morrow. | 
Glo. The Duke's to blame in this, *twill be ill taken. [ Ex. 
Kent, Good King, that muſt approve the common Saw, 


ſs 


Thou out of Heayen's Benediction com'ſt . 


To warm the Sun, . 

\pproach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Beams I may: 

Peruſe this Letter, Nothing almoſt ſees Miracles 

But Miſery. I know *tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath moſt fortunately been inform'd 

Of my obſcured courſe. 1 ſhall find time 

For this enormous State, and ſeek to give | 

Loſſes their Remedies. All weary and o'er-watch'd, 
Take vantage heavy Eyes, not to behold _ 

This ſhameful Lodging, Fortune, good Night, a 
Smile once more, turn thy Wheel. : (He ſleeps. 


10 Enter 


r 
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8 Enter Edgar. Ken 

Edg. I have heard my ſelf proclaim'd, Lear 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree | Ken 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no Place Tear 


That Guard, and moſt unuſual Vigilance 


| Ken: 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may ſcape 


Lear 


I. will preſerve my ſelf; and am bethought ey c 
To take the baſeſt and moſt pooreſt Shape 0 do 
That ever Penury in contempt of Man, jeſoly: 
Brought near to Beaſt, My Face T'l] grime with filth, hou 1 
Blanket my Loins, put all my Hair in knots, Pin; 
And with preſented Nakedneſs out-face Ken: 
The Winds, and Perſecutions of the Sky. tid cc 
The Country gives me proof and precedent & I 1 
Of bedlam Beggars, who with roaring Voices Du 
Strike in their numm'd and mortified Arms rew'd 
Pins, wooden Pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Roſemary 3 um C 
And with this horrible Object, from low Farms, liver 
Poor pelting Villages, Sheep-coats, and Mills iich 
Sometimes with lunatick Bans, ſometimes with Prayers, B.. ſ 
Inforce their Charity; poor Turlygod, poor Tor, iam 
That's ſomething yet: Edgar I nothing am, [Exif le; 
| | | | nd m 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. hoſe 
Lear. *Tisftrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home ing t 
And not fend back my Meſſenger, | play 
Gent. As J learn'd, | lying 
The night before there was no purpoſe in them Wi: cais 
Of this Remove. - our 8 
Kent, Hail to thee, noble Maſter. be Sh 
Lear, Ha, mak'ſt thou this Shame thy Paftime ? Fool, 

_ Kent, No, my Lord, | | | athers 
Fool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel Garters ; Horſes are t) n Fat 


by the Heads, Dogs and Bears by th' Neck, Monkeys b) Worun 
| th* Loins, and Men by th' Legs: when a Man is over - ut u fo 
at Legs, then he wears wooden nether Stocks. f ear D 
Tear. What's he that hath ſo much thy Place miſtook, I Lea, 


To ſet thee here? | ter. 
Cent. It is both he and ſhe, | by E 
Your Son and Daughter, | | Ken 

| Lea 


Tear. Na. 


Kent, 


— 
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Kent. Les. 85 | | 
Lear. No, I ſay, 

Kent, J ſay, yea. | | 

Laar. By Fupiter, I ſwear no. 

Kent, By Juno, I ſwear ay. 

Lear, They durſt not do't 3 

key could not, would not do t; *tis worſe than Murder; 

0 do upon Reſpect ſuch violent Outrage. 3 

efolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 

hou might'ſt deſerve, or they impoſe this uſage, 

ming from us? 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 

id commend your Highneſs' Letters to them, 

er I was riſen from the Place, that ſhewed 

Duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poſt, 

rew'd in his haſt, half breathleſs, panting forth 

rom Gonerill his Miſtreſs, Salutation; 

liver'd Letters ſpite of Intermiſſion, 

ſhich preſently they read: on thoſe Contents 

hey ſummon'ꝰd up their meiny, ſtrait took horſe, 

ommanded me to follow, and attend 8 

he leaſure of their Anſwer, gave me cold Looks: 

1d meeting here the other Meſſenger, 

hoſe welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon d mine, 

ing the very Fellow which of late | | 

play'd ſo ſaucily againſt your Highneſs. 

lying more Man than Wit about me, I drew; 

le rais'd the Houſe with loud and coward Cries: 

cur Son and Daughter found this Treſpaſs worth 

de Shame which here it ſuffers, | (way; 
Fool, Winter's not gone yet, if the wild Geeſe fly that 

athers that wear Rags, do make their Children blind, 
j n Fathers that bear Bags ſhall ſee their Children kind. 

s by Morune, that arrant Whore, ne'er turns the Key to th* Poor. 

luſtyWut for all this thou ſhalt have as many dolours for thy 

er Daughters, as thou canſt tell in a Year, 

ok, Lear. O how this Mother ſwells up towards my Heart! 
erica paſſio, down thou climing Sorrow, 1 

by Element's below; where is this Daughter ? 

Kent, With the Earl, Sir, here within. | 
Lear, Follow me not, ſlay here. [Fxir, 

8 | | Gen, 


ent. 


great one that goes upward, let him draw thee aftz 


— eng — . — — ee ee ee ee ee CC — 


| Gen. Mace you no more Offence, | Glt 
But what you ſpeak of? 
ent. None. | | 
How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a Number? 
Fool. An thou hadſt been ſet ith? Stocks for that Que 
tion, thou dit well deſery'd it. 
Kent. Why, Fool? 
Fool, We'll ſet thee to School to an Ant, to teach tel ber 
there's no labouring th? Winter, All that follow the Vhen 
| Noſes, are led by their Eyes, but blind Men; and there 
not a Noſe among twenty, but can ſme!) him that's fink 
ing_— Let go thy hold, when a great Wheel runs doy 
a Hill, leſt it break thy Neck with following; butt 


When a wiſe Man gives thee better Counſel, give n 
mine againz I would haye none but Knayes follow i 
ſince a Fool gives it. | | 

That Sir, which ſerves and ſeeks for Gain, 
And follows but for Form; | gh 
Will pack when it begins to rain, Il je. 
And leave thee in a Storm: 1 
And I will tarry, the Fool will lay, 
And let the wife Man fly ; 


The Knave turns Fool that runs away, | hen | 
The Fool no Knave perdy. oxcor 
| Enter Lear and Gloſter. Nas hi 

Kent. Where learn'd you this, Fool? red hi 


Fool. Not i'th' Stocks, Fool. 


Lear, Deny to ſpeak with me? they are ſick, they: "Tong 

9 weary * I 8 
They have travell'd all the Night? mere fetches, = 
The Images of revolt and flying off. 3 
Fetch me a better Anſwer» — e 


Glo. My dear Lord. 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How unremovable and fix'd he is 1 
In his own courſe. | Da 

Lear. Vengeance | Plague! Death! Confuſion !- 


lar p.to 
Fiery? what quality ? why Glofter, Gloſter, * 


I'd ſpeak with the Duke of Cornwall, and his Wife. fan ſa 


Glo, Well, my good Lord, I have inform'd them fo, 
| | Led 
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Lear. Inform'd them? doſt thou underſtand me, Man? 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord. | (Father 
Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the dear 
Vould with his Daughter ſpeak, commands her Service. 
re they inform'd of this? My Breath and Blood 
jery ? the fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that—— 

o, but not yet, may be he is not well!: 

nfirmity doth ſtill neglect all Office, : 

ſhercto our Health is bound; we are not our ſelves, 

hen Nature being oppreſs'd, commands the Mind 

o ſuffer with the Body; 1'll forbear, | 

Ind am fall'n out with my more heady Will, 

o take the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit, 3 

or the found Man. Death on my State; but wherefore 

hould he fit here? This Act perſuades me, 

hat this remotion of the Duke and her 

practice only; give me my Servant forth z 

o, tell the Duke and's Wife, I'd ſpeak with them 

low preſently—Bid them come forth and hear me, 

Jr at their Chamber Door I'll beat the Drum, 

i] it cry ſleep to Death. 

Glo, I would have all well betwixt you, Exit. 

lear. O me, my Heart! my riſing Heart! but down, 

Fool, Cry to it, Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the Eels, 

hen he put them i'th' Paſte alive, he rapt em o'th' 

oxcombs with a Stick, and cry'd down wantons, down; 

vas his Brother, that in pure kindneſs to his Horſe but- 

red his Hay, 5 . 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloſter, and Servants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. | 

Corn. Hail to your Grace. [Kent is ſet at liberty. 

Reg. I am glad to ſee your Highneſs. 

Lear. Regan, I think yon are, I know what reaſon 

haye to think ſo ; if thou wert not glad, 

would diyorce me from thy Mother's Tomb, ; 

Ppulchring an Adultereſs. O, are you free? {To Kent, 

dme other time for that. Beloved Regan, 

by Siſter's naught : Oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 

arp-tooth'd unkindneſs, like a Vulture, here; 
3 Points to his Heart. 

an ſcarce ſpeak to thee, thou'lt not believe 
. 7177 
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With bow deprav'd a quality Oh Regan 


Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience; I have hope 8 
You leſs know how to value her deſert, - 


Than ſhe to ſcant her Duty. 
Lear. Say, How is that? 
Reg. I cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her Obligation, If perchance 
She have reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
*Tis on ſuch Ground, and to ſuch wholeſom end, 
As clears her from all blame. | 
Lear. My Curſes on her, 
Reg, O, Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of her confine; you ſhould be 1ul'd and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your State 
Better than you your ſelf ; Therefore I pray you, 
That to our Siſter you do make return, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear, Ask her | forciv 'eneſs ! 
Do you but mark how this becomes the Houſe ? | 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old; 
Age is unneceſſary ; On my Knees I beg, 
That you'll vouchſafe me Raiment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg. Good Sir, no more; theſe are uni. Ebay Tricks 
Return you to my Siſter, | . 
Lear. Never, Regan: | 
She hath abated me of half my Train; 
Look'd black upon me, ſtruck me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpent- -like, upon the very Heart. | 
All the ſtor'd Vengeance of Heay'n fall 
On her ingrateful Head: Strike her young * | 
Infecting Airs, with Lameneſs. 
Corn. Fie, Sir ! fie! 
Lear, You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flame 
Into her ſcornful Eyes; infect her Beauty, 

You Fen- ſuck'd Fogs, drawn by the powerful Sun 
To fall, and blaſt her P. ide. Wren 
Neg. 0 the bleſt Gods ! A 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood i is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my Curſes 
Thy render-hearced Nature ſhall not give RE 

. 


ou wil 


mi; 
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Thee o'er to harſhneſs: Her Eyes are fierce, but chine 

Do comfort, and not burn. Tis not in thee 

To grudge my Pleaſures, to cut off my Train, 

To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 

And in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 

loainſt my coming in. Thou better know'ſt 

he Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 

ffects of Courteſy, and Dues of Gratitude: 

Thy half o'th' Kingdom thou haſt not forgot, 

herein I thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpoſe, [Trumpet within, 

Lear. Who put my Man i'th' Stocks ? 3 
Enter Steward. 

Corn, What Trumpet's that ? 

Reg, I know't, my Siſter's : This approves her Letter, 

Tar ſhe would ſoon be here. 1s your Lady come ? 

Lear, This is a Slave, whoſe eaſy borrowed Pride 

wells in the ſickly grace of her he follows. 

but Varlet, from my ſight, 

Corn. What means your Grace? | 
Enter Gonerill. (hope 

Lear. Who ſtockt my Servant ? Regan, I have good 

hou didſt not know on't. | 

ho comes here? O Heavens! 

you do love old Men; if your c ſweet ſway 

lo Obedience; if you your ſelves are old, 

ike it your cans. : * Send down and take | my part, 

tt not aſham'd to look upon this Bead? 

) Regan, will you take her by the Hand? 2 

Gon, Why not by th? band, Sir ? How haye I offended 

s not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 

nd Dotage terms ſo. | 

Lear, O Sides, Jou are too tough ! Will you yet hold? 

low came my Man i'th* Stocks? 

Corn, 1 ſet him there, Sir: But his own Diſorders 


Th 


elery'd much leſs advancement, 
Lear, You? Did you? | | 
Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, cem ſo. 
till the expiration of your Month, 
ou will return and ſojourn with my Siſter, 
The Bag. half * Train, come then to me, 5 
| 22. | J. 


or 
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I am now from home, and out of that proviſion 
Which ſhall be needful for your Entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her! and fifty Men diſmiſs'd ! 
No, rather I abjure all Roofs, and chuſe | 
To wage againſt the enmity o'th' Air, 
To be a Comrade with the Wolf and Owl, 
Neceſſity's ſharp pinch Return with her! 
Why ? The hot-bloody'd France, that Dowerleſs took 
Our youngeſt born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like Penſion beg 
To keep baſe Life a- foot. Return with her! 
Perſuade me rather to be Slave and Sumpter 
To this deteſted Groom. 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. | 
Lear, I prithee, Daughter, do not make me mad; 
I will not trouble thee, my Child. Farewell: 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another; 
But yet thou art my Fleſh, my Blood, my Daughter 
Or rather a Diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 
Wbich I muſt needs call mine. Thou art a Bile 
A Plague-ſore, or imboſſed Carbuncle | 
In my corrupted Blood; but I'll not chide thee, 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it, 
1 do not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell Tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy leiſure, 
1 can be patient, I can ſtay with Reg an, 
J and my hundred Knights, 8 
Reg. Not altogether ſo, | | 
"I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome : give ear to my Siſter; 
For thoſe that mingle Reaſon with your Paſſion, 
Muſt be content to think you old, and ſo —— 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does. | 
Lear. Is this well ſpoken ? | Ft” 
Reg. 1 dare ayouch it, Sir; what, fifty Followers? 
Js it not well? What ſhould you need of more? 
Yea, or ſo many? Sith that both Charge and Danger, . 
Speak *gainſt ſo great a number: How in one Houſe 
Should many People, under two commands, 
Hold Amity? *Tis hard, almoſt impoſbble, 
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Con. Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
from thoſe that ſhe calls Servants, or from mine? 

Reg. Why not, my Lord? If then they chanc'd to ſlack 
we could controll them; if you will come to me, (ye, 
for now 1 ſpy a danger, I intreat you ; 
To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will 1 give place or notice. | 

Lear. I gave you all | 

Reg. And in good time you gave it, . 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depoſitaries, 

Jut kept a reſervation to be followed | 
Wich ſuch a number; muſt I come to you 
[With five and twenty? Regan, ſaid you ſo? | 

Reg. And ſpeak't again, my Lord, no more with me. 

Lear. Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do look well-favour'd, . 
Vhen others arc more wicked: not being the worſt 
Sands in ſome rank of praiſe, I'll go with thee, 

Ty fifty yet doth double five and twenty; 
Ind thou art twice her Love, 

Gon, Hear me, my Lord; | 
[hat need you five and twenty? Ten? Or five? 

o follow in a Houſe, where twice ſo many 
Hye a command to tend you? 

Reg. What need one? | 

Lear. O reaſon not the need: Our baſeſt Beggars 
Ire in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous ; | 
low not Nature more than Nature needs; 

Man's Life is cheap as Beaſts. - Thou art a Lady; 

f only to go warm were gorgeous, | 

Vhy Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'lt, 
Vhich ſcarely keeps thee warm; but for true need, 
You Heav'ns, give me that patience which I need. 
lou ſee me here, you Gods, a poor old Man, 

is full of Grief as Age, wretched in both: 

it be you that ſtir theſe Daughters Hearts 

gainſt their Father, fool me not ſo much | 
o bear it tamely: Touch me with noble Anger, 
er, ) let not Womens weapons, water-drops, | 


zuſe Pain my Man's cheeks. No, you unnatural Hags, _ 


will have ſuch reven2es on you both, 
bat all the World ſhall —l will do ſuch things, 
Os = $4 EY What 
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What they are yet, I Eno not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the Earth; you think l'il weep: 
No, I'll not veep; I have full cauſe of weeping: 
But this Heart ſhall! break into a hundred thouſand flap: 
Or eber I weep. C Fool, I ſtall! go mad. [Exeun 

Corn. Lei us withdraw, twill be a Storm. 

5 | [Storm and Tem: 

Reg. This Houſe is ſmall, the old Man and his People 
Cannot be well beſtow d. 

Ec. Tis bis own blame hath put himſelf from Ret 


And mult needs taſte his Folly, _ K 
Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, G 
But not one Folloyyer, Bids 
Gon. So am I purpos'd ; Or f 
Where is my Lord of Gloſter ? That 
. | | Enter Gloſter. | X. 
Corn. Followed the old Man forth? be is return Ge 
Slo. The King is in high rage, and will I know Is! 
Whither. K. 


Corn. Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf, Wind 
Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. com 
Glo, Alack, the Night comes on: and the high Wi(41th 


O 


Do ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about | With 
There's ſcarce a Buſh. Who 
K-g. O Sir, to wilſul Men, fro 
The Injuries that they themſelyes procure, Whic 
Muſt be their School maſters ; Shut up your Doors; Intel! 
He is attended with a deſperate Train, Eithe 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt Or th 
To have his Ear abus'd, Wiſdom bics fear. _ 7; 
Corn. Shut up your Doors, my Lord, *tis a wild Ni Vhe! 
My Regan counſels well: Come out o'ch' Storm. Ge; 
| | [ Exon Ke 
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ACT III. SC E NE I. 


SCENE A Heath. 


A Storm is heard with Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeverally. 
lent. Ho's there beſides foul Weather > (quietly. 
Ret | Gent. One minded like the Weather, moſt un- 
Kent. I know you: Where's the King? T 
W Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements 
is the Wind blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or (well the curled Waters *bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceaſe. 
Kent. But who is with him ? 
Gent. None but the Fool, who laboars to out-jeſt 
His heart-ftruck Injuries 
W Kent. Sir, I do know you, 
Ind dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a dear thing to yo. There is diviſion 
(Altho as yet the face of it is cover'd ET 
With mutual Craft) *twixt Albany and Cornwall; 
Who have (as who have not, whom their great Stars 
Thron'd and ſet bigh ?) Servants, who ſeem no leſs, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath been ſeen, 
Either in ſnuffs and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Rein which both of them have born 
Againſt the old kind King; or ſomething deeper, 
Vhereof, perchance, theſe are but ſurniſning 
Gent. I will talk further with you. 
Rent. No, do not: | 
For Confirmation that I am much more 
Than my Out-wall, open this Purſe, and take 
What it contains. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you ſhall) ſhew her that Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who this Fellow is, 
C Nhat yet you do not know, Fy on this Storm, 
| will go ſeek the King, 
Gent, Give me your Hand, 
Haye you no more to ſay 2 Kent, 
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| Your horrible pleaſure; 


Kent. Few Words, but to effect more than all yet; 
That when we haye found the King, in which you take 
That way, I'Il this: He that firſt ights on him, 


Hollow the other. [Exon 


Storm ſtill. Enter Lear and Fool. 
Lear. Blow Winds and crack your Cheeks ; Rage blg 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 


Till you have drench'd our Steeples, drown d the Cocks, 


You ſulph*rous and thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriers of Oak-cleaving Thunder: bolts, 
Singe my white Head. And thou all- ſnaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o'th' World, 
Crack Nature's moulds, all Germains ſpill at once 
That makes ingratefu) Man, 

Fool, O Nuncle, Court- -holy-water in a dry Houfe, 


better than the Rin- out o Door. Good Nuncle, i 


ask thy Daughters Bleſſing; here's a Night that pities it 
ther Wiſe men nor Fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy Belly full, ſpit Fire, from Rain; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; 
I tax not you, you Elements, with Unkindneſs, 

I never gaye you Kingdom, call'd you Children, 

You owe me no Submiſſion. Then let fall 

Here I ſtand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old Man. 

But yet I call you ſervile Miniſters, 

That have with two pernicious Daughters join'd. 

Your high-engendec'd Battles, gainſt a Head 

So old and white as this. O, ho! *is foul, 

Fool. He that has a Houſe to put's Head in, has a goc 


Head piece: 


The Cod - piece that will houſe, before che Head bas am 
The Head, and he ſhal] lowſe ; ; fo Beggers marry man 
That Man that makes his toe, what he his heart ſhould mak 
Shall of a Corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake. 


For there was never yet fair — but ſhe made moui 


in a Glaſs. 
Enter Kent. 
Lear. No, I will be the Pattern « of all ., 
J will ſay nothing. 
Kent. Who's there 7 
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Fool. Marry here's Grace, and a Cod - piece, that's a Wiſe- 
man, and a Fool. | | | : 
Kent. Alas Sir, are you here ? Things that loye Night, 
Love not ſuch Nights as theſe : the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, | 
And make them keep their Caves: Since I was Man, 
duch ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid Thunder, 
Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never | 
Remember to have heard, Man's Nature cannot carry 
Th' affliction, nor the force. hq 
ier, Lear. Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful thundring o'er our heads, 
find out their Enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haſt within thee undiyulged Crimes | 
Cawhipt of Juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody Hand; 
hou Perjur'd, and thou Similar Man of Virtue, 
Thou art inceſtuous ; Caitiff, to pieces ſhake, 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming _ 
Has pratis'd on Man's life. Cloſe pent-up guilts, 
ue your concealing Continents, and cry 
heſe dreadful Summoners grace. I am a Man, 
More ſinn'd againſt than ſinning. 
Kent, Alack, bare-headed ? DI 
„ Wcracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 
dome friendſhip will it lend you *gainſt the Tempeſt ; 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard Houſe 
More hard than is the Stone whereof *tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their ſcanted courteſy. | 
Lear, My Wits begin to turn. 
Come on my Boy, How doſt my Boy? Art cold? 
lam cold my ſelf, Where is this Straw, my Fellow ? 
The art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange, * 3 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your Hovel; 
Hboor Fool, and Knave, I have one thing in my Heart 
That's ſorry yet for thee. oo | 
Fool, He that has and a little tyne Wit, 
"With heigh ho, the Wind and the Rain, 
Muſt make Content with his Fortunes fit, 
Tho the Rain it raineth every da). 


Fo Lear. 
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Tear. True Boy: come bring us to this Hovel. [Exit tis 
Fool. This is a brave Night to cool a Curtezan: - 
| - he * 


I'll ſpeak a Prophecy e'er I go. 

When Prieſts are more in Words than Matter, | | 
When Brewers marr their Malt with Water ; C1 
When Nobles are their Tailors Tutors, | 
No Hereticks burn*d, but Wenches Suiters ; 


When every Caſe in Law is right, 4 
No Squire in Debt, nor no poor Knight * 
When Slanders do not live in Tongues, Or N 
And Cut-purſes come not to Throngs 3 8 
When Ulurers tell their Gold i'th' Field, oh 
And Bawds and Whores do Churches build: N 


Then ſhall the Realm of Albion come to great Confuſion, len 

Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't. ner. 
That going ſhall be us'd with Feet. Lean 

This Prophecy Merlin ſhall make, jade 


For I do live before his time. — - 
6 le le 

SCENE II. An Apartment in Gloſter's Caſll nb 
Enter Gloſter and Baſtard. 3 ie Be 
Slo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatur in ft 
dealing; when I deſired their leave that I might pity bin]. 
they took from me the uſe of mine own Houſe, chary ty 
me on pain of perpetual Diſpleaſure, never to ſpeak ift 
him, entreat for him, or any way ſuſtain him. "ot 
Baſt. Moſt ſavage and uanatural! _ 
Glo. Go to; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be uch 
tween the Dukes, and a worſe matter than that: I hay Ir ol 
received a Leiter this Night, 'tis dangerous to be ſpoke hat 
I have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſer, theſe Injuries th? e 
King now bears, will be revenged home; there is parte ww 
a Power already footed, - we muſt incline to the King, *”: 
will look for him, and privily relieve him; go thou and main * Ti 
tain talk with the Duke, that my Charity be not of hid thin 
perceiv'd ; if he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to Bed Boy, 
if I die for it, as no leſs is threatned me, the King mi S 
old Maſter muſt be relieved. There are ſtrange things tofſ” ba 
ward, Edmund, pray you be careful, [Ex dic 


Baſt. This Courteſy forbid thee, ſnall the Duke I in 
Inſtantly know, and of that Letter too; Thi 


1 Ring Learn 47 
bis ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
ſhat which my Father loſes no leſs than al; 

ſhe younget riſes, when the old doth fall. [ Exit. 


CENE III. Part of the Heath wah a Hovel. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 
kent. Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord, ener 
de Tyranny of the open Night' s too rough 
Nature to endure, [Storm fill, 
Lear. Let me alone. | | 
rent. Good my Lord, enter hers. 
Lear, Wilt break my Heart? | | 
Kent, 1 had rather break mine own 3 good my Lord 
er. 
lar. Thou think'ſt it much that this contentious Storm 
ſades us to the Skin; ſo 'tis to thee ; . 
u where the greater Malady i is fix'd, 
ie leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou'dſt ſhun a Bear: 
tif thy flight light toward the roaring Se, 
du'dſt meet the Bear th? Mouth; when the Mind's free, | 
e Bodz's delicate; the Tempeſt i in my Mind, 
th from my Sen es take all feeling elſe, 
e what beats there. Filial Ingratitude ! ! 
tnot as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand | 
r lifting Food to't? - But I will puniſh home ; 
0, I will weep no more: In ſuch a Night, 
1 me out? Pour on, I will endure: 
luch a Night as this? 0 Regan, Gonerill, 
ur old kind Father, whoſe frank Heart gave — | 1 
3 Madneſs lies, let me ſnun chat, | _— 
o more of that. | 
kent. Good my Lord, enter here. | 
Lear. Prithee go in thy ſelf, ſeek thine own eaſe, 
's Tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
f hay Þ things would hurt me more, but I'll go in; 
Bed Boy, go firſt, You houſeleſs P Poverty [Exit Fool, 
mn, get thee i in; I'll pray, and then Tl og ann 
or naked Wretches, whereſo'er you are 
[ 4 at bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm, 

dw ſhall your houſeleſs Heads and unfed Sides, 

Thi a 


ion, 
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Your lopp'dand window'd Raggedneſs, defend you 
From Seaſons ſuch as theſe ?—O I have ta'en 
Too little care of this; take Phyſick, Pomp, 
Expoſe thy ſelf to feel what Wretches feel, 
That thou may*ſt ſhake the Superflux to them, 
And ſhew the Heav'ns more juſt. 5 
Enter Edgar, diſguis'd lite a Madman and Fool. 
Edg. Fathom and half, Fathom and half! poor Tom. 
Fool. Come not in here Nuncle, here's a Spirit, help me 
help me. | | | 
Kent, Give me thy Hand, who's there ? 
Fool, A Spirit, a Spirit, he ſays his Name's poor Tom. 
Kent, What art thou thatdoſt grumble there i'th' Stray? 
Come forth. 8 
Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through th 
ſharp Hawthorn blow the cold Winds. Humph, go to th 
Bed and warm thee, | | 
Lear. Didſt thou. give all to thy Daughters ? anda 
thou come to this? 5 = 
Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Jom? whom =; 
foul Fiend hath led through Fire, and through Flam 
through Ford, and Whirlpool, o'er Bog, and Quagmir 
that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters in hi 
Pew ; ſet Ratsbane by his Porridge, made him proud o 
Heart, to ride on a Bay-trotting Horſe, over four arch! 
Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a Traitor : bl: 
thy five Wits, Tom's a cold. O do, de, do, de, do, de 
bleſs thee from Whirl-winds, Star. blaſting, and taking, di 
poor Tom ſome. Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes 
There could I baye him now, and there, and here again 
and there, : [Storm ſl 
Lear, Have his Daughters brought him to this pals ? 
Couldſt thou ſave nothing? would*ſt thou give em all? 
Fool, Nay, he reſery'd a Blanket, elſe we had been a 
ſham'd, | 5 5 
Tear. Now all the Plagues that in the pendulous Air 
Hang ſated o'er Mens faults, light on thy Daughters. 
ent. He hath no Daughters, Sir. 
Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd Natur 
To ſuch a Lowneſs, but his unkind Daughters, | 
Is it the Faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers 


Shoul 
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ould have thus little mercy on their Fleſn? : 


udicious Puniſhment ! *twas this Fleſh begot 
hoſe Pelican Daughters. 


Fool, This cold Night will turn us all to Fools, and 
Mad-mens 3 | 1 
Edg. Take heed o'th' foul Fiend, obey thy Parents, 


Man's ſworn Spouſe ; ſet not thy Sweet-heart on proud 
ay. Tom's a cold. | 
Lear. What haſt thou been? 3 

dg. A Serving- man, proud in Heart and Mind; that 
d my Hair, wore Gloves in my Cap, ſerv'd the Luſt 
my Miſtreſs's Heart, and did the act of darkneſs with her; 
yore as many Oaths, as I ſpake Words, and broke them 
1 the ſweet Face of Heav'n. One, that ſlept in the con- 
ting of Luſt, and wak'd to doit, Wine lov'd I dearly ; 
Dice dearly ; and in Woman, out-paramour'd the Turk. 
Wi of Heart, light of Ear, bloody-handed. Hog in ſloth, 
Wor in ſtealth, Wolf in greedineſs, Dog in madneſs, Lion 
prey. Let not the creaking of Shoes, nor the ruſtling 


nf U dot out of Brothels, thy Hand out of Plackets, thy Pen 
” om Lenders Books, and defy the foul Fiend, Still 
1 ough the Hawthorn blows the cold Wind: Says ſuum, 
h wm, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seſey: Let him trot 
5 0 . | [ Storms flill, 
85 Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, than to anſwer with 
"7 uncover'd Body, this extremity of the Skies. Is Man 
dau more than this? Conſider him well. Thou ow'ſt the 
/ "Worm no, Silk, the Beaſt no Hide, the Sheep no Wool, 


he Cat no Perfume, Ha! here's three of us are ſophiſti- 


no more but ſuch a poor, bare, forked Animal as thou 
n. Off: Off you Lendings: Come, unbutton here. 


Fool. Prithee Nuncle, be contented ; tis a naughty Night 
ſwim in. Now alittle Fire in a wild Field, were like 
2 old Letcher's Heart, a ſmall Spark, and all the reſt on's 
jody cold; look, here comes a walking Fire, | 
Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at Cur- 

E = few, 


Fae. Pillicock ſat on Pillicock- hill, alow, alow, loo, loo. 


ep thy Word, do Juſtice, ſwear not, commit not wih 


f Silks, betray thy poor Heart to Woman, Keep thy 


ated, Thou art the thing it ſelf ; unaccommodated Man, 


[ Tearing off his Clothes, 
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few, and walks till the Firſt Cock; he gives the W * | I 
the Pin, ſquints the Eye, and lakers the Hav-lip; e. Wh 
the white Wheat, and hurts the poor Creature of 4. 


Ea. | 
Swithold footed thrice the old; K 

He met the Night- Mare, and her Nine-fold, His 

Bid her alight, and her troth plight, N 6 

And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee, His! 
Kent. How fares your Grace? | He f 
nter Gloſter with a Torch, Tho 
Lear. What's he? | am 
Kent, Who's there? what is't you ſeek? Now 


Glo, What are you there ? Your Names ? But | 
Edg. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming Frog, the Toa 
the Tod-pole; the Wall-neut, and the Water-neut ; chat 
the fury of his Heart, when the foul Fiend rages, ex 

— Cow-dung for Sallets; ſwallows the old Rat, and de 
Ditch- dog; drinks the green Mantle of the ſtanding Pool 
who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and ſtockt, pu 
piſh'd, and impriſon'd ; who hath three Suits to his Back 


{ix Shirts to his Body ; 2 | Le 
Horſe to ride, and Weapon to wear Ke 
Lee 


Bat Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Deer, 
+ Have been Tom's Food for ſeven long Tear. 


Beware my Follower, Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend, MW Ke. 
Glo, What, hath your Grace no better Company? % 
Edg, The Prince of Darkneſs is a Gentleman, Mu Ke 

he's call'd, and Mau, 5 Lea 

Slo. Our Fleſh and Blood, my Lord, is grown ſo vit Gio 
that it doth hate what gets it Eds 

 Eag. Tom's a- cold. | s W. 
Glo. Go in with me; my Duty cannot ſuffer ſmel 

T* obey in all your Daughters hard Commands, | 

Tho their Injunction be to bar my Doors; 4 


And let this tyrannous Night take hold upon you, 
Yet I have ventur'd to come ſeek you out, 
And bring you where both Fire and Food is ready. 
| Lear. Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher ; . 
What is the cauſe of Thunder ? 
Kent, My good Lord, take his Offer, 
Go into th* Houſe, 


and 
dews 
the 


Lear. I'll talk a Word with this ſame learned Theban: 

Vhat is your Study ? . 
Edg. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 
Lear. Let us ask you one Word in private, 
Kent, Importune him once more to go, my Lord, 

His Wits wn t' unſettle, | IE, 
Glo. Canſt thou blame him? [storm till. 

His Daughters ſeek his Death: Ah, that good Kent / 

He ſaid it would be thus; poor baniſh'd Man. | 

Thou ſayeſt the King grows mad; I'll tell thee, Friend, 

am almoſt mad my (elf; I had a Son, 

Now out- lav''d from my Blood, he ſought my Life 

But lately, very late; I loy'd him, Friend, 

No Father his Son dearer: True to tell thee, 

The Grief hath craz'd my Wits, What a Night's this? 

do beſeech your Grace, = 


* Lear. O ery you Mercy, Sir: 
oo! Nob'e Philoſopher, your Company. 
1 Pl Edg. Tom's a cold. 1 


Glo, In, Fellow, there, into th' Hovel; keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. | ; 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 

Lear. With him; „ 

will keep ſtill with my Philoſopher. 


Glo, Take him you on. f (low. 
Kent. Sirrab, come on; Go along with us. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glo. No words, no words, huſh. 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark Tower came, 

's word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fum, 


SCENE IV. Gloſter's Caſtle. 


| Enter Cornwall and Baſtard. 
Corn, I will have Revenge, e'er I depart his Houſe, 


Ba/?. How, my Lord, I may be cenſur'd, that Nature thus 


yes way to Loyalty; ſomething fears me to think of. 
Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your Bro- 
her's eyil Diſpoſition made him ſeek. his Death; but a 
Lea | ed * op pro- 


_ 


of Ring LEAR. 5 


Kent, Good my Lord, ſooth him; let him take the Fel- 


ſmell the Blood of a Briziſh Man. [Exennts 


TTT 
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Corn. I will lay truſt upon thee ; and thou ſhalt find 


in the Lake of Darkneſs ; Pray Innocent, and bem 
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provoking Merit ſet a-work by a reproyable Badneſ; ; 
himſelf, 


Baſt, How walicious is my Fortune, that I muſt repen = 
to be juſt ? This is the Letter which he ſpoke of, wic : 
approves him an intelligent Party to the Advantages o 
France. Oh Heav'ns! that this Treaſon were not! 0 


not I the Detector. 5 
Corn. Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 
Baſt. If the Matter of this Paper be certain, you hay 
mighty Buſineſs in hand. 5 
Corn. True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Gloſter 
Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be ready ft 
our Apprehenſion. | „ 
Baſt. If I find him comforting the King, it will fu 
his Suſpicion more fully. I will perſevere in my Cour 
of Loyait”, tho the Conflict be ſore between that and: 
Blood. "= 


dearer Father in my Love. 
SCENE V. A Chamber. 


Enter Kent and Gloſter. | 

Glo. Here is better than the open Air, take it thankfu 

ly: I will piece out the comfort with what addition 

can; I will not be long from you. | [Ex 

Kent, All the Power of his Wits have given way to! 
Impatience ; The Gods reward your Kindneſs, 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 
Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an Ang 


the foul Fiend. | 
Fool. Prithee, Nuncle, tell me, whether a Madman 
a Gentleman, or a Yeoman, | 
Lear. A King, a King. | 
Fool. No, he's a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to 
Son: For he's a Yeoman that ſees his Son a Gentler 
before bim. Os, | 
Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning Spits 
Come hizzing in upon 'em, 3 
Esag. Bleſs thy five Wits. 1 
4 
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Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the Patience now, 
That you ſo oft have boaſted to retain ? | 8 
Edg. My Tears begin to take his Part ſo much, 
nrhey mar my Counterfeiting, | [4ſide, 
wid Lear. The little Dogs and all, Oy 
ges ory, Blanch, and Sweetheart ; ſee, they bark at me— | _ 
t © 0 Fag. Tom will throw his Head at them; ayaunt, you Cut. 
be thy Mouth or black or white, ; 

ooth that poiſons if it bite; 
ſtiff, Grey-hound, Mungril grim, 
Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym; 

r Bobtail-tike, or Trundle-tail, 
ſm will make him weep and wail ; 
For with throwing thus my Head, 
dogs leap the Hatch, and all are fled. 
Do de, de, de: Seſe; come march to Wakes and Fairs, 
Ind Market-Towuns; poor Jom, thy horn is dry. [Exi?. 
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan. See what 
reeds about her Heart Is there any cauſe in Nature 
hat makes theſe hard Hearts? You, Sir, I entertain for 
ne of my hundred; only, I do not like the Faſhion of 
jour Garments, You will ſay they are Perſian; but let 
tem be chang'd, | | 


1eſs ir 


| hay 


lofty 


I ful 
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find 
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a Re-enter Gloſter, 
Kent, Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reſt a while, 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the Curtains ; 
o, ſo, we'll go to Supper i'th' Morning. 
Fool. And I'll go to Bed at Noon. 3 | 
— Come hither, Friend; where is the King, my 
laſter? | | : 
Kent, Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his Wits are gone. 
Glo, Good Friend, I prithee take him in thy Arms; 
ue o0'er-heard a Plot of Death upon him: 
aan Where is a Litter ready, lay him in't, Rs 
ind drive toward Dover, Friend, where thou ſhalt mee? 
both welcome and protection. Take up thy Maſter. - 
to e thou ſhould'ſt dally half an Hour, his Life, 
tlemMy 1 thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Pand in aſſured Loſs. Take up, take up, 
ad follow me, that will to ſome proviſion | 
ne thee quick condutt. Come, away, away. [ Hxeunt. 
KX SCENE 


of Loyaltr, tho the Conflict be ſore between that andn 
Blood. | | . 


in the Lake of Darkneſs ; Pray Innocent, and bem: 
the foul Fiend. | 7 
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provoking Merit ſet a-work by a reproyable Badneſ, ; 
himſelf, > | 

Baſt, How malicious is my Fortune, that I muſt repen 
to be juſt ? This is the Letter which he ſpoke of, whid 
approves him an intelligent Party to the Adyantages 
France, Oh Heav'ns! that this Treaſon were not! 9 
not I the Detector. 

Corn. Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 

Baſt, If the Matter of this Paper be certain, you hay 
mighty Bufineſs in hand, 5 

Corn. True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Glo 
Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be ready f 
our Apprehenſion. | | 

Baſt. If I find him comforting the King, it will fu 
his Suſpicion more fully. I will perſevere in my Cou 


Corn. 1 will lay truſt upon thee ; and thou ſhalt fit 
dearer Father in my Love. | 


SCENE V. 4 chamber. 


Enter Kent and Gloſter. 

Glo. Here is better than the open Air, take it thankiu 
ly: I will piece out the comfort with what addition 
can; I will not be long from you. [Exi 
Kent. All the Power of his Wits have given way toll 
Impatience ; The Gods reward your Kindneſs, 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 
Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an Angl 


Fool. Prithee, Nuncle, tell me, whether a Madman 
a Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a King. = 

Fool, No, he's a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to 


Son: For he's a Yeoman that ſees his Son a Gentle * 
before bim. | Stand 
Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning Spits And 


g . 2 * ; . 
Come hizzing in upon em. ire 


Ken 


Edg. Bleſs thy five Wits. 
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Kent, O pity ! Sir, where is the Patience now, 
That you ſo oft have boaſted to retain ? 
Edg. My Tears begin to take his Part ſo much, 
They mar my Counterfeiting [Aſide. 
Lear. The little Dogs and all, | 
ay, Blanch, and Sweetheart; (ee, they bark at me— *_ 
Edg. Tom will throw his Head at them; ayaunt, you Cure 
ze thy Mouth or black or white, | 
rooth that poiſons if it bite; 
laſtiff, Grey-hound, Mungril grim, 
ound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym ; 
Or Bobtail-tike, or Trundle- tail, 
jm will make him weep and wail: 
or with throwing thus my Head, 
Dogs leap the Hatch, and all are fled, 
do de, de, de: Seſe; come march to Wakes and Fairs, 
Ind Market-Towns; poor Jom, thy horn is dry. [Exi?. 
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan See what 
reeds about her Hearts there any cauſe in Nature 
hat makes theſe hard Hearts? You, Sir, I entertain for 
ne of my hundred; only, I do not like the Faſhion of 
your Garments, You will ſay they are Perſian ; but let 
bem be chang'd, | 


| Re-enter Gloſter, _ 
Kent, Now, good my Lord, lie here, and reſt a while. 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the Curtains ; 
do, ſo, we'll go to Supper i'th' Morning. 
Fool, And I'll ga to Bed at Noon, . 
_ Come hither, Friend ; where is the King, my 
lafter? 5 | | | 
Kent, Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his Wits are gone. 
Glo, Good Friend, I prithee take him in thy Arms; 
I have o'er-heard a Plot of Death upon him: 
here is a Litter ready, lay him in'r, ED 
ind drive toward Dover, Friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy Maſter. 
If thou ſhould'ſt dally half an Hour, his Life, 
ith thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aſſured Loſs, Take up, take up, 
Had follow me, that will to ſome proviſion ; 
ye thee quick conduct. Come, away, away. [ Frente 
5 E 3 SCENE 
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SCENE VI. Gloſter* Caſtle 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baſtard, and Servant 
Corn. Poſt ſpeedily to my Lord your Husband, ſhe 
him this Letter, the Army of France is landed; ſeek o 
the Traitor Gloſter, | | | 
Reg, Hang him inſtantly. 
Gon, Pluck out his Eyes, | 
Corn. Leave him to my Diſpleaſure. Edmund, ke 
you our Siſter Company; the reyenges we are bound 
take upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your þ 
holding. Adviſe the Duke where you are going, to 
molt feſtinate Preparation; we are bound to the like, ( 
Poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farey 
dear Siſter, farewel my Lord of Gloſter. | 
5 Enter Steward. 
How now ? Where's the King ? 5 
Stew. My Lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence. 
Some five or ſix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot Queſters after him, met him at the Gate, 
Who, with ſome other of the Lord's Dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover, where they boaſt 
To have well armed Friends. | 
Corn. Get Horſes for your Miſtreſs, 
Gon. Farewel, ſweet Lord, and Siſter. 
| [OE Gonerill and Baſt: 
Corn. Edmund ſarewel: Go ſeek the Traitor Gloſſi 
Pinion him like a Thief, bring him before us: 
Tho well we may not paſs upon his Life 
Without the Form of Juſtice ; yet our Power 
Shall do a court'ſy to our Wrath, which Men 
May blame, but not controul. c 
Enter Gloſter Priſoner, and Servants. 
Who's there ? the Traitor | | 
Reg. Ingrateful Fox! 'tis he. 
Corn. Bind faſt his corky Arms. 
Glo. What mean your Graces? 
Good my Friends, conſider you are my Gueſts: 
Do me no foul play, Friends. Ale 
Corn, Bind him I ſay. [ They bind The 
Reg, Hard, hard ; O filthy Traitor ! "i 
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Glo. Unmerciful Lady as you are, I'm none. 

Corn, To this Chair bind him; | 
Villain, thou ſhalt find 

Glo. By the kind Gods, tis moſt ionobly done 
ro pluck me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and ſuch a Traitor ? 

Glo. Naughty Lady, 

Theſe Hairs which thou doſt raviſh from my Chin, 
Will quicken and accuſe thee. I am your Hoſt, 
With Robbers Hands my hoſpitable Favours 

You ſhould not ruffle thus, What will you do ? 

Corn. Come, Sir, what Letters had you late from France? 

Reg. Be ſimple anſwerer, for we know the Truth. 

Corn. And what Confederacy have 10 5 — the . 
late footed in the Kingdom? | 

Reg. To whoſe Hands N 
Have you ſent the Lunatick King? . 

Glo, I have a Letter gueſſingly ſet down, 
nce, WV hich came from one that's of a neutral Heart, 

And not from one op w__ 

Corn, Cunning 
Reg, And falſe, 
ſt Corn, Where haſt thou ſent the King ? 
| Glo. To Dover. : 
Reg. Wherefore to Do ver: 2 
Waſt thou not charg'd at Peril! 

Corn, Wherefore to Dover? Let him anſwer that. 

Glo. lam ty'd to th' Stake, | 
And I muſt ſtand the Courſe. | 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Glo, Becauſe J wonld not ſee thy cruel Nails 
Puck our his poor old Eyes; nor thy fierce Siſter, 
In his anointed Fleſh ſtick boariſh Phangs. 

The Sea, with ſuch a Storm as bis bare Head 
In Hell- black Night indur'd, would have * 'd up, 
And quench'd the ſteeled fires: 
Yet poor old Heart, he help'd the Heav'ns to rain, 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd that ſtern time, 
Thou ſhouldſt have ſaid, good Porter turn the Key; 8 
Al Cruels elſe ſubſcribe ; but I ſhall ſee 
The winged Vengeance eyertake ſuch Childrens 

6 


Corn. 
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Corn. See t ſhalt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair, 
Upon theſe Eyes of thine, I'Il ſet my Foot. 
| [ Gloſter is held down, while Cornwall treads out one 
of his Eyes. 
Glo, He that will think to live, till he be old, 
Give me ſome help O cruel! O you Gods 
Reg. One Side will mock another; th * too. 
Corn. If you ſee Vengeance 
Ser. Hold your Hand my Lord: 
J have ſerv'd you ever ſince I was a Child; 
Fut better Service have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you Dog ? 
Ser. If you did wear a Beard upon your ; Chin, 
| I'd ſhake it on this quarrel, What do you mean? 
Corn. My Villain ! 
Ser, Nay then come on, and take the Chance of Anger 
[Fight, in the ſcuffle Cornwall is wound: 
Reg, Give me thy Sword, A Pheaſant ſtand up thus! WW; 
LRills hin 
Ser. Oh, I am ſlain my Lord, you have one Eye lf 
Jo ſee ſome miſchief on him. Oh [Din 
Corn, Leſt it ſee more, prevent it; Out vis Gelly : 
Where is thy Luſtre now: ? [Treads out the other Ey 
Glo. All dark and comfortleſs : 
Where's my Son Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of Na. 
To quit chis horrid act. 
Reg. Out treacherous Villain. 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee 7. It was he 
That made the Overture of thy Treaſons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee, 
Glo. O my Follies | then Edgar was abus'd, 
Kind Gods, forgive me that, and proſper him. 
Reg. Go thruſt him out at Gates, and let him ſmel] 
His way to Dover. (Exit with Gloſerfſ x 
How is't, my Lord? How look you ? : 33 
Corn. have receiv'd a hurt; follow me, Lady 
Turn out that eyeleſs Villain; throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghi]] Regan, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this * Give me your Arm. [Exeur 
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AC T IV. 
SCENE I. An open Conntry: 


one 


Enter Edgar. 


ET better thus, and known to be contains; 
Than ſtil] contemn'd and flatter d. To be wortt, 
Ibe loweſt, moſt dejected thing of Fortune) 
Sands ſtill in eſperance, lives not in fear. 
he lamentable Change is from the beſt, 
be worſt returns to Laughter. Welcome then, ; 
hou unſubſtantial Air that I embrace: j 
he Wretch that thou haſt blown unto the worſt, : 
Ones nothing to thy Blaſts, 
| Enter Gloſter, led by an old Man. 
But who comes here? My Father poorly led: 
Vorld, World, O World! 
Þut that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to Age. 
old Man. O my good Lord, I bave been your Tenant, 
ind your Father's Tenant, theſe fourſcore Years, 
Glo. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
hy Comforts can do me no good at all, 1 
hee they may hurt. | | 
Od Man. You cannot ſee your Way. 
Glo, I have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft *tis ſeen, 
bur Means ſecure us, and our meer Defects 
Trove our Commodities. O dear Son Edgar, 
The Food of thy abuſed Father's Wrath, 
ight I but live to ſee thee in my Touch, 
| id fay I had Eyes again. 
q Old Man. How now? who's there? 
joe Eadg. O Gods ! who is't can ſay I am at the worſt ? 
Im worſe than e'er I was. 
Old Man. *Tis poor mad Tom, 
Edg. And worſe I may be yet: The worſt is not, 
do long as we can ſay, this is the worſt. 
014 Man. Fellow, where goeſt ? | 
Glo, Is it a — 


4. 


” n ” — — — ——— — — — — 
r - 1 ——ä— os 4 >. 
2 = en pnte—one — 2 —— - 
2 > Dn Cor IEEE UA Gb 2 — 
- * - 


Xeun 


AC Old 


8 The TRAGEDY 
-Old Man. Madman, and Beggar too. nd © 
Glo. He has ſome Reaſon, elſe he could not beg, Lag 

Pth* laſt Night's Storm, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw; Glo. 

Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son oks 

Came then into my Mind, and yet my Mind ing! 

Was then ſcarce Friends with him. I have heard mor Ind I 

ſince ; = | 4 | Vith f 

As Flies to wanton Boys, are we to th' Gods, ſhall 


They kill us for their Sport, bah. 
Edg. How ſhould this be? | vor T 
Bad is the Trade muſt play the fool to Sorrow, 
Ang'ring it ſelf, and others. Bleſs thee Maſter, CE 
Glo, Is that the naked Fellow ? 
Old Man. Ay, my Lord. 
Glo, Get thee away: If for my ſake bon. 
Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile or twafn ot m 
I'th* way toward Dover, do it for antient Love; Stew 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Soul, old b 
W hich I'll intreat to lead me. | (mi 
0:4 Man. Alack Sir, he is mad. | | s anf 
Glo. Tis the time's plague, when Madmen lead the Blind 1 of 
Then 


Do as J bid, or rather do thy Pleaſure ; 
Above the reſt, be gone, auto! 
Old Man. I'll bring him the beſt parrel that I have, bat r 
Come on't what will, 9 bat! 
Glo. Sircah, naked Fellow. Gon, 
Eds. Poor Tom's a- cold. I cannot dance it further. W" the 
Glo, Come hither Fellow. | lat de 


Edg. And yet I muſt. | hich 
Bleſs thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed. jay pr 
Glo. Know'ſt thou the way to Dover? ellen 
Edg. Both Stile and Gate, Horſe-way, and Foot-path muſt 
poor Tom hath been ſcar'd out of his good wits, BlefF'0m) 
the good Man from the foul Fiend, | al pe 


Glo. Here take this Purſe, thou whom the Heav'ns plagu ho 


Have humbled to all ftrokes. That I am wretched Miſtr 
Makes thee the happier : Heav'ns deal ſo (till , Feline 
Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted Man, ould 
That ſlaves your Ordinance, that will not ſee oncei! 
Becauſe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly: — 

on. 


So diſtribution ſhould undo excels, 5 
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ad each Man have enough. Do'ſt thou know Dover: 
Edg. Ay Maſter. £ 

Glo, There is a Clift, whoſe high and bending Head 
oks fearſully on the confined Peep: NT 

ing me but to the very brim of it, 

ud 1'1] repair the miſery thou do'ſt bear 

h ſomething rich about me: from that place 

ſhall no leading need. | 
Edg. Give me thy arm; | 
wor Toms ſhall lead thee. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Duke of Albany's Palace. 


Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward. 85 
Gon. Welcome my Lord, I marvel our mild Husband 
ot met us on the way. Now, where's your Maſter ? 
Stew, Madam within, but never Man fo chang'd; 
old him of the Army that was landed 
|: (mild at it, I told him you were coming | 
s anſwer was, the worſe. Of Gloſter's Treachery, 
id of the loyal Service of his Son, | 
ſhen I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sor, 
dtold me I had turn'd the wrong fige out: 
bat moſt he ſhould diflike, ſeems pleaſant to him; 
hat like, offenſive. 2 
bon. Then ſhall you go no further. 
-, Wi the cowiſh terror of his Spirit 


ly prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my Brother, 
ten his Muſters, and conduct his Powers. 

muſt change Arms at home, and give the Diſtaff 

tomy Husband's hands. This truſty Servant 

al paſs between us: you cer long ſhall hear, 

you dare venture in your own behalf, 

Miſtreſs's command, Wear this; ſpare Speech, 

cline your Head, This Kiſs, if it durſt ſpeak, 

ould ſtretch thy Spirits up into the Air ; 

onceive, and fare thee well. 0 | - 
Bat. Yours in the ranks of Death. Exit. 
Gon, My moſt dear Gloſter, | 
| 5 Oh 


Ble 
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Oh the ſtrange difference of Man, and Man! , 
To thee a Woman's Services are due, 7 
My Fool uſurps my Body. U 
Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord. H 
Enter Albany. N 

Gon. have been worth the whiſtle. a 

Alb. Oh Gonerill, ligt 
Jou are not worth the duſt waich the rude Wind A 
| Blows in your Face. ſo f 
Gon. Milk-liver'd Man, __ Ind 


That bear'ft a Cheek for blows, a Head for wrongs, ell 
Who haſt not in thy brows an Eye diſcerning | 
Thine Honour from thy ſuffering. 

Alb. See thy ſelf, Devil: | 
| Proper Deformity ſeems not in the Fiend 


So horrid asin Woman, | Co; 
Gon. Oh vain Fool. | Win 
Enter a Meſſeng ere ow 

M/ Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwall's da th 
Slain by his Seryant, going to put out arne 
The other Eye of Gloſter. n ou 
Alb. Gloſter's Eyes? arch 
Meſe A Servant that he bred, cheill's wich remorſe, nd b 
Oppos'd againſt the act; bending bis Sword the 
To his great Maſter: who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell d him dead; Phy 
But not without that harmful ſtroke, which ſince © Jur fe 


Hath pluck'd him after, 

Alb. This ſhews you ate above, 

You Juſtices, that theſe our nether Crimes 

So ſpeedily can venge. But O poor Gloſter / 

Loſt he his other Eye? 

g Meſ. Both, both, my Lord. | 
This Letter, Madam, craves a ſpeedy Anſwer: 

*Tis from your Siſter. 

Son. One way I like this well, 

But being Widow, and my Gloſter with her, 

May all che building in my Fancy pluck 

Upon my hateful Life. Another way 

The News is not ſo tart. I'll read, and anſwer. Li Corg 
Alb. Where was his Son, when they did take his Eyeſ exp 

— — 


„f Ring LE AR. Gr 
Meſſ. Come with my Lady hither, 
Alb. He is not here. 
Me. No, my good Lord, I met him back again 
Alb. Knows he the Wickedneſs ? | 
Meſſ. Ay, my good Lord, twas he inform'd againſt him; 
ind quit the Houſe of purpoſe, that their Puniſhment 
light have the freer courſe, | 8 
Alb. Gloſter, 1 live | 
ſo thank thee for the love thou ſhew'dſt the King, 
ind to revenge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 
el me what more thou know'ſt, _ [Exeunt. 
SCENE III. ACanp. 
Enter Cordelia, Phyſician, and Soldiers. 
Cor. Alack, *tis he; why he was met even now 
mad as the vex'd Sea, ſinging aloud, | 
own'd with rank Fenitar, and furrow Weeds, 
Vith Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, 
Jarnel, and all the idle Weeds that grow . 
1 our ſuſtaining Corn. A Cent'ry ſend forth; 
arch every Acre in the high- grown Field, 
e, Id bring him to our Eye. What can Man's Wiſdom 
the reſtoring his bereaved Senſe? He that helps him, 
tke all my outward Worth. | = 
Phyſ. There are means, Madam : 
ur foſter Nurſe of Nature is Repoſe, 8 
he which he lacks; that to provoke in him, 
re many Simples operative, whoſe power 
ill cloſe the Eye of Anguiſh, 
Cord. All bleſt Secrets, 
|| you unpubliſh'd Virtues of the Earth 
ting with my Tears; be aidant, and remediate 
n the good Man's diſtreſs $ ſeek, ſeek for him, 
t his ungovern'd Rage diſſolve the life 
nat wants the means to lead it. 
Enter Meſſenger, 
Meſ. News, Madam, 5 
he Britiſh Powers are marching hither ward. | 
Li Cord. *Tis known before. Our Preparation ſtands 
s EF expectation of them. O dear Father, 1 1 
Ml | | 3 
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62 The TRAGEDY 
It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great Fray; 
My mourning and important tears hath pitied. | 
No blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, | 
But Love, dear Love, and our ag'd Father's Right: you 
Soon may J hear, and ſee him. LExeunWnd w 


SCENE IV. Regan's Palace, 


Enter Regan and Steward. | 
Reg. But are my Brother's Powers ſet forth? Stew 
Stew, Ay Madam. 5 e That 
Reg. Himſelf in Perſon there ? ns Reg. 
Stew. With much ado —: 
Your Siſter is the better Soldier. | 
Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lady at hom 
Stew. No, Madam, | - 
Reg. What might import my Siſter's Letter to him? 
Stew. I know not, Lad. | | 
Reg. Faith he is poſted hence on ſerious Matter. 
Tt was great ignorance, Gloſter's Eyes being out, 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All Hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone 
In piiy of his miſery, to diſpatch - ; 
His nighted Life; moreover to deſery 
The ftrength o'th' Enemy. En. 
Stew. I muſt needs after him, Madam, with my Letts 
Reg. Our Troops ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with us: 
The ways are dangerous. h Zh 
Stew. I may not, Madam; 3 | 
My Lady charg'd my duty in this buſineſs, 
Reg. Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund? 
Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word ? 
Something, I know not what—1'll love thee much 
Let me unſeal the Letter, - 
Stew, Madam, I had rather . 
Reg. I know your Lady do's not love her Husband, 
I ain ſure of that; and at her late being here 
She gave ſtrange ceiliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks 
To noble Edmund. 1 know you are of her Boſom. 
Stew. I, Madam ? | | 
Reg. I ſpeak in underſtanding ; You are, I know 't: it o 
Therefore 1 do advice you take this Note. * 


you 
refert 


of Ring Leak. 0 
Lord is dead; Edmund and J have talk'd, 
ad more convenient is he for my Hand | 
ban for your Lady's: You may gather more: 
\ WF you do find him, pray you give him this; 
ce4nMnd when your Miſtreſs hears thus much from you, 
pray deſire her call her Wiſdom to her. 
fare 3 well. i v0 | 
you do chance to hear of that blind Traitor, 
ferment falls on him that cuts him off. 
Sew. Would I could meet him, Madam, I ſhould ſhew 
hat Lady I do follow, | IE 
Reg, Fare thee well. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE V. The Country. 
Enter Gloſter and Edgar, | 
Glo, When ſhall I come to th' top of that ſame Hill? 
Fdg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo, Methinks the Ground is eyen, | 
Ed;, Horrible ſteep. 
ak, do you hear the Sea? 
blo. No ly.” | i 
Eg. Why then your other Senſes grow imperfe& 
your Eyes anguiſh, | 
Glo, So may it be indeed. 
ahinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeał'ſt 
better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. | 
ag. You're much deceived ; in nothing am I chang'd 
It in my Garments. | | 7 
Glo, Sure you're better ſpoken. 
Edg, Come on, Sir, | 3 
fre's the place; ſtand ſtill. How fearful 
d dizzy *tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low! | 
— Pe crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Ne ſcarce ſo groſs as Beetles. Half way down 
angs one that gathers Samphire ; dreadful trade! 
ind, FWethinks he ſeems no bigger than his Head. 
e fFiſner - men that walk upon the beach 
3 [pear like Mice; and yon tall anchoring Bark, 
m. Iminiſn'd to her Cock; her Cock, a Buoy | 
moſt too ſmall for ſight, The murmuring Surge, 
w't ; Nat on th unnumbred idle Pebbles chates, 
* | = Cannot 
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It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great Franc o 
My mourning and important tears hath pitied. | 

No blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But Love, dear Love, and our ag'd Father s Right: 
Soon may I hear, and ſee him.  [Exeun 


8 CE NE IV. Regan's Palace. 


| Enter Regan FO Steward. 
Reg. But are my Brother's Powers ſet forth? 2 
Stew. Ay Madam. 
Reg. Himſelf in Perſon there? 

Stew. With much ado 

Your Siſter is the better Soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lady at hone 
Stew. No, Madam, Glo, 
Reg. What might import my Siſter's Letter to bim? Le 
Stew. I know not, Lady. Glo, 
Reg. Faith he is poſted hence on ſerious Matter. Lag 

It was great ignorance, Gloſter's Eyes being out, Wick, 

To let him live; where he arrives, he moves Glo, 

All Hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone Eg. 

In pity of his miſery, to diſpatch ' you 

His nighted Life; moreover to deſcry Glo, 

The firength oth? Enemy. | ahin 
Stew, I muſt needs after him, FI with my Letted beit 
| Reg. Our Troops ſet forth to mortow, ſtay with us: Eg. 

The ways are dangerous. tin 

Stew. I may not, Madam; | 

My Lady charg'd my duty in "this buſineſs. ® 

Reg. Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund? | e's 

Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word ? 

Something, I know not what— III _ thee much— We Ct 

Let me unſeal the Letter. | We 
Stew, Madam, I had rather ings 
Reg. I know your Lady do's not love her Husband, ahin| 

I ain ſure of that; and at her late being here he Fil 

She gave ſtrange ceiliads, and moſt ſpeaking looks pear 

To noble Edmund. 1 know you are of her Boſom. mini 
Stew. I, Madam ? moſt 

Reg. 1 f peak in underſtanding : : You are, 1 know't: bat 01 

Therefore 1 do advice you take "this Note. | 
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ni iy Lord is dead; Edmund and I have talk'd, 
ad more convenient is he for my Hand | 
ſhan for your Lady's: You may gather more: | 
f you do find him, pray you give him this | 
Wod when your Miſtreſs hears thus much from you I 
pray deſire her call her Wiſdom to her. 3 
0 fare you well. | 1 
ou do chance to hear of that blind Traitor, 
referment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Sew. Would I could meet him, Madam, I ſhould ſhew 
hat Lady 1 do follow, . 

Reg, Fare thee well. | Exeunt. 


SCENE V. The Country. 
ome Enter Gloſter and Edgar, | 
Glo, When ſhall I come to th? top of that ſame Hill? 
m? ag. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
MW Gl. Methinks the Ground is even. Wy 
Edg. Horrible ſteep. 
W:k, do you hear the Sea? 
C. | 1 
Eg. Why then your other Senſes grow imperfect 
your Eyes anguiſh, | | | 
Glo, So may it be indeed. | | 
thinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
LetteW better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 
us; MM £4. You're much deceived ; in nothing am I chang'd 
in my Garments. 
Glo, Sure you're better ſpoken. 
Edg, Come on, Sir, * 
e's the place; ſtand ſtill. How fearful 
{dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low! 
— Pe Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air, 
eu ſcarce ſo groſs as Beetles. Half way down 
ings one that gathers Samphire ; dreadful trade! 
ind, Nahinks he ſeems no bigger than his Head, 
ie Fiſher · men that walk upon the beach _ 
5 Ppear like Mice; and yon tall anchoring Bark, 
om. I miniſn'd to her Cock; her Cock, a Buoy | 
moſt too ſmall for ſight, The murmuring Surge, 
wit: Wit on th' unnumbred idle Pebbles chafes, | 
KN f | = I Cannot 
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Cannot be heard ſo high. I'Il look no more, 
Leſt my Brain turn, and the deficient ſight Loo 
Topple down headlong. 75 oo 
Glo, Set me where you ſtand, 
Edg. Give me your hand: Ty | 
You are now within a foot of th extreme Verge: Iro 
For all beneath the Moon would I not leap upright, Whe 
Slo. Let go my hand: e 
Here Friend's another Purſe, in it a Jewel | 
Well worth a poor Man's taking. Fairies, and Gods 
Proſper it with thee. Go thou further off, Dd 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems 10 
Glo, With all my Heart. 5 
Eag. Why do I trifle thus with his Deſpair ? 
?Tis done to cure it. | 
Glo. O you mighty Gods! | 
This World I do renounce, and in your ſights 
Shake patiently my great Affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs Wills, 
My Snuff, and loathed part of Nature ſhould _ 
Burn it felf out, If Edgar live, O bleſs him. ict 
Now ſellow, fare thee well. {He leaps and falls al nous 
Edg. Good Sir, farewel. IM 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The treaſury of Life, when Life it ſelf Lag 
Yields to the Theſt. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had Thought been paſt. Alive, or dead ! ut wl 


Hoa, you sir! Friend! here, you Sir! ſpeak ! be (a 
Thus might he paſs indeed—yet he revives- lis Ma 
What are you, Sir? | Lea 


Glo. Away, and let me die. 5 
Eag. Hadſt thou been ought but Goſs mer, Feathers, I 4g 

So many fathom down precipitating 
Thou'dſt ſhiver'd like an Egg: but thou doſt breathe Men 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance, bleed'ſt not; ſpeak, art ſound? per 


Ten Maſts at leaſt, make not the altitude | ace, 
Which thou haſt . perpendicularly fallen; ere's 
Thy Life's a Miracle. Speak yet again. own 

Glo, But haye I fall'n, or no ? ewgh. 
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Edg. From the dread Summit of this chalky Bourn 
Look up, a height, the ſhrill gor'd Lark ſo far 
Cannot be ſeen or heard : Do ; but look up. 
Glo. Alack, I. have no Eyes; 
Wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit, 
To end it ſelf by Death? Twas yet "ſome comfort, 
When Miſery could beguile the Tyrant's Rage, 
ind fruſtrate his proud will, 
Eag. Give me your Arm. | 
Up, ſfo——How is't? Feel you your Legs ? ? You ſtand, 
Glo, Too well, roo well. 
Edg, This is above all ſtrangeneſs, 
% Fon the Crown o'th' Cliff, what thing was that 
'bich parted from you? 
6/2. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 
Edg. As I ſtood here below, "*methought his B 
Vere two full Moons; he had a thouſand Noſes, 
orns welk'd, and way'd like the enridged Sea: 
vas ſome Fiend : therefore thou bappy Father, 
ſink that the deareſt Gods, who make them honours 
Mens impoſſibilities, have preſerv'd thee. 
Glo, I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear 
iction, till it do cry out it ſelf 
tough, enough, and die. That thing you ſpeak of, 
wok it for a Man; often twould ſay, E 
te Fiend, the Fiend he led me to that place, 
Edge, Bear free and patient Thoughts, 
bt, Enter Lear, 
it who comes here? 
ne ſafer Senſe will ne'er accommodate 
Is Maſter thus, 
Lear, No, they cannot touch me for Coining, I am 
e King himſelf, k 
ers, N £47. 0 thou ſide-piercing Gobe 1 ! 55 
Lear, Nature's above Art, in that reſpect, There's your | 
the ſeſo· mony. That Fellow handles his Bow like a Cow- 
nd! eper: draw me a Clothier's Yard. Look, look, a Mouſe, 
Nece, peace, this piece of toaſted Cheeſe will do: 
here's my Gauntlet, 1'i] prove it on a Giant. Bring up the 
own Bills. O well-flown Bird: i'ch' clout, i ih clout: 1 
wah, Give me the word, 
Ig. Sweet Marjoram. — Tear, 


's alt 
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. | E 
Glo, I know that Voice, | | 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill with a white Beard? They flatter df] L 

me like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs in my Beard, 
eber the black ones were there, To ſay Ay and No, tg 
every thing that I ſaid Ay and No too, was no good Dj 
vinity. When the Rain came to wet me once, and Wing 

to make me chatter , when the Thunder would not peace 2 

my bidding, there I found em, there 1 ſmelt em out. G0 

to, they are not Men of their words; they told me 1 y: 

every thing: *Tis a Lye, I am not Ague-proof. ſon 
Glo. The trick of that Voice I do well remember: r; 

not the King ? | | 

Tear. Ay, every inch a King, 

When I do ſtare, ſee how the Subject quakes. 

J pardon that Man's Life. What was thy Cauſe ? 


Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die. Die for Adultery ? igh 
No, the Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded Flie 
Does letcher in my ſight. Let Copulation thrive : Tho! 
For Gloſter*s Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, Why 
Than my Daughters got *tween the lawful Sheets. no 
To't Luxury pell-mel}, for 1 lack Soldiers. or \ 


Behold yon ſimpering Dame, whoſe Face, tween her Foix Türe 
preſages Snow; that minces Virtue, and do's ſhake t 
Head to hear of Pleaſure's name. The Fitchew, nor And 
ſoiled Horſe goes to't with a more riotous Appetite Wim 
down from the waſte they are Centaurs, tho Wome Non 
all above; but to the Girdle do the Gods inherit, bY Tak: 
neath is all the Eiends. There's Hell, there's Darknel To! 
there is the ſulphurous Pit, Burning, Scalding, Stendfſ And 
Conſumption ; Fie, fie, fie; pah, pah ; Give me an Oung 79! 
of Civit, good Apothecary, to ſweeten my Imaginatio! Nov 


There's Mony for thee. | 2 
Glo. O let me kiſs that Hand. . | ; Neat 
Lear. Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of Mortality. L 


Go. O ruin'd piece of Nature! this great World I kn 

Shall ſo wear out to nought. Do'ſt thou know me? 
Tear. I remember thine Eyes well enough: do'lt Tho 
ſquint at me? No, do thy worſt blind Cupid, I'll not Jo We 
Read thou this Challenge, mark but the penning of i. 6 
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Edg. I would not take this from : ; 
tis, and my Heart breaks at it. | 
teri Lear. Read, 
Beard Glo. What, with this Caſe of Eyes? 
o, o Lear. Oh oh, are you there with me? No Eyes in your 
d D Head, nor Money in your Purſe? your Eyes are in heavy 
Wind, your Purſe in a light, yet you ſee how this World goes. 
ace 1 Glo. J fee it feelingly. 
t. Lear. What, art mad? A Man may ſee how this World 
1 waWoes, with no Eyes. Look with thine Ears: See how 
Won Juſtice rails upon yon ſimple Thief. Hark in thine 
ar; Change places, and Handy-dandy, which is the 
ſtice, which is the Thief: Thou haſt 7 a Farmer's 
Dog bark at a Beggar? 
Glo. Ay Sir, 
Lear. And the Creature 1 run from the Cur ; there thou 
might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog's 
obey d in Office, 
Thou Raſcal Beadle, hold thy bloody Hand : 
Why doſt thou laſh that Whore ? Strip thy own Back, 
hou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind, 
or which thou whip'ſt her. The Uſurer hangs the Cozener, 
Through tatter'd Clothes, great Vices do appear, 
Robes, and furr'd Gowns hide all, -Plate Sins with Gold, 
And the ſtrong Lance of Juſtice hurtleſs breaks: | 
Arm it in Rags, a Pigmy's Straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I ſay none, I'll able em; 
Take that of me my Friend, who have the Power 
To ſea] th? Accuſer's lips. Get thee Glaſs Eyes, 
And like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeem 
To ſee the things thou do'ſt not. | (ſo. 
Now, now, now, now. Pull off thy Boots: harder, harder, 
Edg. O matter and impertinency mixt! | 
Reaſon in Madneſs, 
Lear, If thou wilt weep my Fortunes, take my Eyes. So 
I know thee well enough, thy Name is Gloſter ;, 
Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither ; 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the Air 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee; Mark 
Glo, Alack, a'ack the day. | | 
Lear. When we are born, we cry that we are come 
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To this great Stage of Fools. This a good block .. 
It were a delicate Stratagem to ſhoe 
A Troop of Horſe with Felt; I'll put't in proof, 
And when I have ſton upon theſe Sons-in- Law 3 5 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 
| Enter Gentleman, with Attendants. 
Gent. Oh here he is, lay hand upon him; Sir, 
Your moſt dear Daughter 
Lear, No reſcue ? What, a Priſoner 3 ? Iam even 
The natural Fool of Fortune. Uſe me well, | 
You ſhall have ranſom. Let me haye Surgeons, 
J am cut to th' Brains. 
Gent, You ſhall have any thing, 
Lear. No Seconds? All my elf ? TT, 
Why, this would make a Man, a Man of Salt, 
To uſe his Eyes for Garden-water-pots. I will die braye! 
Like a ſmug Bridegroom. What? I will be jovial : 
Come, come, Iam a King. My Maſters, know you that 
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, and you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running: Sa, fa, fa, fa. [Ex 
Gent. A ſight moſt pitiful in the meaneſt Wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt a Daughter, 
Who redeems Nature from the general Curſe, 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle Sir. | | 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you : what's your Will? 
Edg. Do you hear ought, Sir, of a Battel toward ? 
Gent. Moſt ſure, and vulgar: 
Every one hears that, which can diſtinguiſh Sound. 
Edg. But by your favour, 
How near's the other Army? 
Gent. Near, and on {| peedy foot: the main geſey 
Stands on the hourly thought. <i- 
Edg, I thank you, Sir. 
Gent. Tho that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe i is here,  BUpo 


Her Army is mov'd on. TExi i E. 

Glo, Vou ever gentle Gods, take my 5 from me, As d 
Let not my worſer Spirit tempt me again As b 
To die before you pleaſe. | G 


Eag. Well pray you Father, 
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Cle. Now good Sir, what are you? 

Edg. A moſt poor Man, made tame to Fortune's Blows; 
Who by the Art of known and feeling Sorrows, | 
am pregnant to good pity, Give me your hand, 
Il lead you to ſome biding. 8 

Glo, Hearty thanks; 

The bounty and the benizon of Heay'n 
To boot. | : 


Enter Steward. 
Stew, A proclaim'd Prize; moſt happy; 
That Eyeleſs Head of thine, was firſt fram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my Fortunes. Old unhappy Traitor, 
friefly thy felf remember: the Sword is out 
That muſt deſtroy thee, 

Glo, Let thy friendly Hand 
Put ſtrength enough to't, 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Peaſant, 

Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd Traitor? hence, 
Leſt that th* infection of his Fortune take 
Lke hold on thee, Let go his Arm. 

Edg, Chill not let go Zir, 
yithout vurther *caſion. _ 

Stew, Let go, Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Edg. Good Gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
yolk paſs: and 'chud ha? been zwagger'd out of my Life, 
would not ha* been 20 long as tis by a vortnight, Nay, 
come not near th' old Man; Keep out che vor'ye, or ice 
y whether your Coſtard, or my Bat be the harder; chill 
be plain with you. h 

Stew. Out Dunghil. | 

Edg. Chill pick your Teeth, Zir : come, no matter vor 
your foyns. Edgar knocks him downs 

Stew. Slave thou haſt ſlain me: Villian, take my Purſe; 
lf ever thou wilt thrive, bury my Body, 

I And ove the Letters which thou find'ſt about me, 

To Edmund Earl of Gloſter : ſeek him out ro 
„pon the Engliſh Party. Oh untimely death. —— Dies. 
Exit Edg. 1 know thee well, a ſerviceable Villain; 
me, Fas duteous to the Vices of thy Miſtreſs, 
As badneſs would defire. 

Glo, What, is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you down, Father; reſt you. 


Let's 
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Let's ſee theſe Pockets; the Letters that he ſpeaks of ſo 
May be me Friends: he's dead; I am only ſorry 
He had no other Deathſman. Let us ſee . | 
By your leave, gentle wax—and manners blame us not: 
To know our Enemies Minds, we rip their Hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful. 


Reads the Letter. 


E T our reciprocal Vows be remembred. Tou have a 

ny opportunities to cut him off: if your Will waz 

not, time and place will be fruitfully offer d. There is 11, 
"thing done: if he return the Conqueror, then am I the Pj 
ſoner, and his Bed my Goal, from the loathed warn 
whereof deliver me, and ſupply the place for your Labour, 
Your (Wife, ſo I would ſay) aſectionan 

Servant, Gonerill, | 


Oh indiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of Woman's Wit! 1 
A plot upon her vertuous Husband's Life, 
And the exchange my Brother: Here, in the Sande 


Thee I'll rake up, the Poſt unſanctified 5 

Of murderous Letchers: and in mature time, b 
With this ungracious Paper ſtrike the ſight 

Of the death · practisꝰd Duke: for him tis well, "= Ph 


That of thy death, and buſineſs, I can tell. 
Glo. The King is mad; how ſtiff is my vile Senſe, by 

That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 

Of my huge Sorrows ! Better I were diſtract, 

So ſhould my Thoughts be ſever'd from my Griefs, | 
= E | [Drum afar 0) 
And Woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe : 
The Knowledge of themſelves. 

Edz. Give me your Hand: | | 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. | 
Come, Father, I'll beſtow you with a Friend. I Exeuni . b 


SCENE VI. 4 Chamber fa 


Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyſician. 8 
Cor. O thou good Kent, how {hall I live and work 


10 
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To match thy goodneſs ? Life will be too ſhort, 5 
and every meaſure fail me. 
Kent. To be acknowledg'd, Madam, is o'erpaid, 
my Reports go with the modeſt Truth, f 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. 
Cor. Be better ſuited, . 
 Wheſe weeds are memories of thoſe worſer hours: 
|prithee put them off . * 
Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
et to be known ſhortens my made Intent; 
ly boon I make it, that you know me nor, 
time and I think meet, 0 2, 
Cor. Then be't ſo ; my Lord, 
How does the Kings? 
?hy/. Madam, fleep ſtill, 
Cor, O you kind Gods ! 
we this great breach in his abuſed Nature, 
Ii untun'd and jarring Senſes, O wind up, | 
this Child-changed Father. = 
Ph. Pleaſe your Majeſty, | : 
hat we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long? | 
Cor. Be govern'd by your Knowledge, and proceed 
ih! ſway of your own Will: is he array'd ? 
Enter Lear in a Chair, carried by Servants. 
Phyſ. Ay Madam, in the heavineſs of ſleep, 
Ve put freſh Garments on him: | 
e by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
doubt not of his Temperance. 
Cor, O my dear Father, Reſtaurati 
| Toy Medicine on my Lips, and let this Kiſs 
ar of pair thoſe violent harms, that my two Siſters 
we in thy Reverence made, | . 
Kent, Kind and dear Princeſs | | 
Cor, Had you not been their Father, theſe white flakes 
id challenge Pity of them. - Was this a Face 
xeunt No be expos'd againſt the warring Winds? 
line Enemy's Dog, tho he had bit me, . 
bould have ſtood that Night againſt my Fire: 
ind waſt thou fain, poor Father, 
o hovel thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, - 


* 


on bang 


k In ſhort and muſty Straw ? Alack, alack, 


'Tis 
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"Tis wonder that thy Life and Wits, at once, 5 
Had not concluded all, He wakes, ſpeak to bim 
 Phy/. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt, 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord? = 
How fares your Majeſty ? 
| Lear, You do me wrong to n me out o of Graye; 
Thou ar: a Soul in bliſs, but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of Fire, that mine own ous 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me ? 
Tear. YouareaSpiritI|know, when did you de; J 
Cor. Still, ſtill, far wide. 
Ph /. He's ſcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while, 
Lear. Where haye I been? 
Where am I ? fair day-light ? | 
J am mightily abus'd; I ſhould even die with pity 
To ſee another thus. 1 know not what to ſay; 
J will not ſwear theſe are my hands: let's ſee, 
J feel this Pin prick, would I were aſſur d 
Of my condition. 
Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o'er me. 
No Sir, you muſt not knee], 
Lear, Pray you do not mock me; 
Jam a very fooliſh fond old Man, 
Fourſcore and upward, 
Not an hour more, nor leſs: and to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I ſhould know you, and-know this Man, 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the skill 1 have 


| Remembers not theſe Garments ; nay I know not /. 
Where I did lodge laſt Night. Do not laugh at A Neg. 
For, as Iama Man, I think this Lady | not 
To be my Child Cordelia, En Baſt, 


Cor. And ſo I am; Jam 

Tear. Be your tears wet ? Yes faith; 1 pray you 40. 
I you have Poiſon for me, I will drink i it ; a, this 
I know you do not love me, for your Siſters ich otl 
Have, as I do remember, done me Wrong. ed te 
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ou haye ſome cauſe, they haye not. 

Cor. No Cauſe, no Cauſe, | 

Lear. Am I in Frances 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir, 

Lear. Do not abuſe me. 

PH. Be comforted, good Madam; the great rage 


ſou ſee is cur'd in him: deſire him to go in, 


rouble him no more till further ſettling, 

Cor. Will't pleaſe your Highneſs walk? 

Lear. You mult bear with me 

ny you now forget, and forgive, 

am old and fooliſh, [ Exeunt3 


ACT V. SCENE L 
SCENE A Camp. 

Enter Baſtard, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers: | 

of, K 2 of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 


Or whether ſince he is advis'd by ought 
o change the courſe ; he's full of al-eration, 


nd ſelf· reproving brings his conſtant Pleaſure. 


Reg, Our Siſter's Man is certainly miſcarried. 

Baff, Tis to be doubted, Madam. 

Reg, Now ſweet Lord, | | 

u know the Goodneſs I intend upon you: 

| me but truly, but then ſpeak the truth, 

you not love my Siſter ? 

Baſt, In honour'd Love. | 

Re7, But have you never found my Brother's way 

the fore-fended place? 

Baſt. No by mine Honour, Madam. 

Reg. I never ſhall endure her; dear my Lord, 

not familiar with her. e £ 

Paſt, Fear not; ſhe and the Duke her Husband 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 

4/5, Our very loving Sifter, well be met: 

„this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 

th others, whom the rigour of our State 

C1 to cry out. el as 

| G 
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Reg. Why is this reaſon'd ? Le 
Gon. Combine together gainſt the Enemy : * Hi: 
For theſe domeſtick and particular Broilss MV! 
Are not the queſtion here. Th 
Alb. Let's then determine with the antient of War Sha 
On our proceeding. | da 
Reg. Siſter, you'll go with us? 
; Gon, No. 


Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray 70 with u us. 
Gon. Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, I will go. | [Exeuni 
Manet Albany. Enter Edgar. 

Eg. If cer your Grace had Speech with Man ſo poor 
Hear me one word. 


Alb. T'Il ov eme you, ſpeak. | E 
Eg. Before you fight the Battel, ope this Letter, for 
If you have Victory, let the Trumpet ſound I e 
For him that brought it: wretched tho I ſeem, | Jl. 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove . 0 


What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
Your buſineſs of the World hath ſo an end, 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune loye you. K 
Alb. Stay till I have read the Letter. 
Edg. 1 was forbid it. 
When time ſhall ſerve, Jet but the Herald cry, 
And I'll appear again. (Ex 
Alb. Why fare thee well, I will o'erlook thy Paper. 
Enter Baſtard. . 
Baſt. The Enemy's in view, draw up your Powers; 
Hard is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces, 
By diligent Diſcovery ; ; but | ak haſte 
Is now urg'd on you. 
Alb. We will greet the time. | [Exi 
Baſt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my Love 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung. 
Are of the Adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 
Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive: To take the Widow, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Gonerill, 
And bardly {hall I carry out my fide, 
Her Husband being alive. Now ther, we'll uſe 
His.countenance for the Battel, which being done, 
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let ber who would be rid of him, deviſe 


His . taking off. As for the merey 1 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, * 

The Battel done, and they within our power, > 
Shall never ſee his pardon : for my ſtate | 

Sands ON me to defend, not to debate. Exit. 


SCENE II. 4 Feld. 


flarum within. Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the Stage, and Exeunt. 


Enter Edgar and Gloſter, 2 
Edg. Here Father, take the ſnadow of this Tree 
for your good Hoſt; pray that the right may thrive; 
If ever I return to you again, 5 | 5 
Y bring you comfort. | 
Glo, Grace be with you, Sir. | 35 
; | [ Alarum and Retreat within. 
| Enter Edgar. 
Edg. Away old Man, give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter ta'en, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 
Glo, No further, Sir, a Man may rot even here, 
[Exi Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men muſt endure 
heir going hence, even as their coming hither ; 
Kipeneſs is all, come on, | 
Glo, And that's true too. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. A Camp. 


[Ex wer Baſtard, Lear and Cordelia as Priſoners, Soldiers, 
ve; 


; Captain, | 3 
Baſt, Some Officers take them away; good Guard, 
ntil their greater Pleaſures firſt be known | 
That are to cenſure them. 

Cor, We are not the firſt, . | 
Vho with beſt meaning have incurr'd the worſt 
or thee, oppreſſed King, I am caſt down, 
yſelf could elfe out-frown falſe Fortune's Frown., 
wall we not ſee theſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters ? | 
| 5 . 1 Lear. 


d, 
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Lear. No, no, no, no; come let's away to Priſon; 
We two alone will ſing like Birds o'th' Cage: 


When thou do'ſt ask me Bleſſing, I'Il kneel down 


And ask of thee Forgiveneſs : So we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old Tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies ; and hear poor Rogues 
Talk of Court-News, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes, and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
And take upon's the my ſtery of things, 
As if we were God's Spies. And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd Priſon, packs and ſets of great ones 
That ebb and flow by th* Moon. 
Baſt, Take them away, 
Lear. Upon ſuch Sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The Gods themſelves throw Incenſe. Have 1 caught thee 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from Heav'n, 
And fire us bence, like Foxes; wipe thine Eye, 
The good Years ſhall devour them, fleſh and fell, 
E'er they ſhall make us weep, 
We'll ſee 'em ſtarv'd firſt ; Come. 
Baſt. Come hither Captain, hark. 
Take thou this Note, go follow them to Priſon: 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee, if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To noble Fortunes; know thou this, that Men 
Are as the time is: to be tender- minded — 
Do's not become a Sword z thy great Imployment 
Wilt not bear queſtion ; either ſay toe do t. 
Or thrive by other means. 
Capt. I'll do't, my Lord. 
Baſt. About it, and write happy, hos thou'ſt done, 
Mark, I ſay, inſtantly, and carry it ſo 
As 1 have ſet it down. | Exit Captai 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers. 
Alb. Sir, you have ſhew'd to day your valiant ſtrain, 
And Fortune led you well: You have the Captives 
Who were the Oppoſites of this Day's ſtrife ; 
| I do require then of you, ſo to uſe them, 
As we ſhall find their Merits, and our _y 
May IT determine. 
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n; 34ſt. Sir, I thought it fit | 
To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention; 
Whoſe Age had Charms in it, whoſe Title more, 
To pluck the common Boſom on his ſide, | 
and turn our impreſt Launces in our Eyes 
My reaſon all the fame, and they are ready > 
To morrow, or at further ſpace, t' appear 
Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion. 
Alb, Sir, by your Patience, 
bold you but a Subject of this War, 
Not as a Brother. | 
Reg. That's as we lift, to grace him. | | 
Methinks our Pleaſure might have been demanded 
thee er you had ipoke ſo far. He led our Powers, 
bore the Commiſſion of my Place and Perſon, 
The which immediately may well ſtand up, 
ind call it ſelf your Brother. 
J 
' Corffi his own Grace he doth exalt himſelf, 
rinWlore than in your Advancement. 
Reg. In my Rights, 
me inveſted, he compeers the beſt. 


Alb. That were the moſt, if he ſhould husband you. 
Reg. Jeſters do oft prove Prophets. 8 

Gon, Holla, holla, 

hat Eye that told you ſo, look'd but a-ſquint, 

Reg. Lady I am not well, elſe I ſhould anſwer 

om a full - flowing Stomach. General. 

ike thou my Soldiers, Priſoners, Patrimony, 

poſe of them, of me, the Walls are thine ; 

Vaneſs the World, that I create thee here, 

Lord, and Maſter, 

Gn, Mean you to enjoy him ? : 

41, The lett alone lies not in your good Will,” 
Baff, Nor in thine, Lord. | | 
Als, Half-blooded Fellow, yes. | 

a/. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my Title good. 
415, Stay yet, hear Reaſon; Edmund, 1 arreſt thee 
a capital Treaſon, and in thy arreſt, 3 | 
dis gilded Serpent: vl Claim, Fair Siſter, 


Bj 
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Which do command them, -With him I ſent the Queen, 


. „1„ͤ„„% 


| 
| 
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I bar it in the intereſt of my Wife, 
*Tis ſhe is ſub- contracted to this Lord. 
And I her Husband contradi& your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your Loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. 
Gon, An Interlude. N SOT 
Alb. Thou ar: armed, Glofter, let the Trumpet ſound {com 
If none appear to prove upon thy Perſon Al 
Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many Treaſons, S 
There is my Pledge: I'll prove it on thy Heart = EU 
E'er I taſte Bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 


Reg. Sick, O ſick | ; y ! 
Gon. If not, I'll ne' er truſt Poiſon, LA ebole 
Baſt, There's my Exchange, what in the World he is O 
That names me Traitor, Villain-like he.lyes ; -- Maugr 


Call by the Trumpet, he that dares approach; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintain 
My Truth and Honour firmly. | 

Enter a Herald. 


Thy \ 
Falſe t 
Conſp 


415. A Herald, ho. And f 
Truſt to thy ſingle Virtues ; for thy Soldiers, - w 
moſ 


All levied in my Name, have in my Name 
Took their Piſcharge. | h 
Reg. My Sickneſs grows upon me. . 
Alb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent, [ Ex. NHTbou! 
Come hither, Herald, let the Trumpet found, 
And read out this. | [( Trumpet ſoun 
Herald reads. | 
FF any Man of quality or degree within the Ziſis of. 
Army, will maintain upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earl Hack d 


Gloſter that he is a manifold Traitor, let him ape With: 
by the third ſound of the Trumpet : He is bold in his Which 


his S 


fence. I rum This $ 
Her. Again. 5 2 Trum Where 
Her. Again. | TE 2 Trum Alb, 
ED e [ Trumpet anſwers him ui Gon, 
Enter Edgar armed, 2 By the | 


Alb. Ack him bis Purpoſes, why he appears 
Upon this. Call o'th” Trumpet. | 
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Her. What are you? -” "ED 
your Name, your Quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent Summons ? - | 
Edg. Know, my Name is loſt | 
y Treaſon's Tooth, Bare-gnawn, and Canker-bit ; 
Yet am I noble as the Adyerſary 
come to cope. 
Alb, Which is that Adverſary ? 
Edg. What's he that ſpeaks for Edmund Earl of Gloſter 2 
Baſt, Himſelf, what ſay'ſt thou to him? 5 
Edg. Draw thy Sword, ; | 
That if my Speech offend a noble Heart, 
Thy Arm may do thee Juſtice, here is mine: 
thold it is the Privilege of mine Honours, 
u Oath, and my Profeſſion, I proteſt, | 
laugre thy Strength, Place, Youth, and Eminence, 
Sight of thy Victor-Sword, and fire-new Fortune, 
Thy V alour, and thy Heart, thou art a Traitor, 
falſe to thy Gods, thy Brother and thy Father, 
Conſpirant *gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
ind from th* extreameſt upward of thy Head, 
To the deſcent and duſt below thy foot, 
1 moſt Toad-ſpotted Traitor. Say thou no, 
his Sword, this Arm, and my beſt Spirits are bent 
o prove upon thy Heart, whereto I ſpeak, | 
hou lyeſt. . | 
Baſt, In Wiſdom 1 ſhould ask thy Name; 
But ſince thy Out · ſide looks fo fair and warlike, | 
And that thy Tongue ſome *ſay of Breeding breathes, 
What ſafe and'nicely I might well delay, 
by rule of Knight-hood, I diſdain and ſpurn : 
Back do I toſs theſe Treaſons to thy Head, 
wich the Hell-hated Lye o'erwhelm thy Heart, 
is MV hich (for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe) 
mp This Sword of mine ſhall give them inftant way, 
mV here they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeak. 
mY Alb. Save him, fave him,  [Alarum, Fight. 
i Gon, This is practice, Gloſter. | | 
Br th! Law of War, thou waſt not bound i anſwer 
In unknown Oppoſite 3 thou art not yanquiſh'd, 
bn cozen'd and beguil'd. | 
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& The TRAGEDY 
Alb, Shut your Mouth, Dame, | 
Or with this Paper ſhall I ſtop it; 
Thou worſe then any thing, read thine own Evil: 
No tearing Lady, I perceive you know it. | 
Gon. Say if I do, the Laws are mine, not thine, 
Who can arraign me for't ? | 
Alb, Moſt monſtrous ! O, know'ſt thou this Paper ? 
Gon, Ask me not what I know. [Ex. Gon 
Alb. Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern her. 
Baſt. What you have charg'd me with, that have J don: 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 


That haſt this Fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, | 1 
I do forgive thee. 1 "hh 
Eadg. Let's exchange Charity: | 
I am no leſs in Blood than thou art, Edmund; 6 
If more, the more thou'ſt wrong' d me. ry 
My Name is Edgar, and thy Father's Son. w 
The Gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant Vices 7 
Make Inſtruments to plague us : | N 
The dark and vitious Place, where thee he got, Ne 
Coſt him his Eyes. = Al 
Baſt, Thou'ſt ſpoken right, tis true, | FF: 
The Wheel is come full Circle, I am here, 4 
Alb, Methought thy very Gaite did propheſy 37 ; 
A Royal Nobleneſs; I muſt embrace thee, hs 
Let Sorrow ſplit my Heart, if ever 1 BY 
Did hate thee, or thy Father. a 
Eadg. Worthy Prince, I know't. PL = F 
Alb, Where have you hid. your fell? | 
How have you known the Miſezies of your Father! "S 
. Edg. By nurſing them, my Lord, Liſt a brief Tale, Nouci 
And when' tis told, O that my Heart would burſt. | . 
The bloody Proclamation to eſcape 5 ick 
That follow'd me fo near, (O our lives ſweetneſs! I 
That we the pain of Death would hourly bear, o bi 
Rather than die at once) taught me to [hiſt n 
Into a Mad-· man's Rags, t'aſſume a ſemblance Al 
The very Dogs diſdain : And in this Habit beak 
Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, 


Their precious Gems new loſt ; became his Guide, 1 
| _ | le 


Led him, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from Deſpair, 
Never (O fault) reyeal'd my ſelf unto him, 
Until ome half hour paſt, when I was arm'd ; | 
ot ſure, tho hoping of this good Succeſs, 
ask'd his Bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt 
Told him my Pilgrimage. But his flaw'd Heart 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to ſupport) . 
Twixt two extreams of Paſlion, Joy and Grief, 
Burſt ſmilingly, a 
Baſt. This Speech of yours hath mov'd me, 
ind ſhall perchance do good; but ſpeak you on, 
ou look as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more woſul, hold it in, 
For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 
Hearing of this, 


r? 
Gon 


Gent, Help, Help! | 
Ede, What kind of help? 
Alb, Speak Mag, 
Edg. What means this bloody Knife ? | 
Gent. *Tis hot, it ſmoaks, it came even from the Heart 
0} O ſhe's dead, | | 
Alb, Who's dead? Speak Man. 
Gent, Your Lady, S'r, your Lady; and her Siſter 
her is poiſon'd; ſhe confeſſes it. | 
Baſt, 1 was contracted to them both, all three 
low marry in an inſtant. | 175 | 
Edg, Here comes Kent. | 
| Enter Kent. 5 
Alb. Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead, | 
| © [Gonerill 22d Regan's Bodies brought ont, 
his Judgment of the Heay'ns that makes us tremble, 
le, ouches us not with pity. O! is this ſhe? 
he time will not allow the Complement 
Vtich very Manners urge. 
Kent, I am come bn 
o bid my King and Maſter aye good Night: 
she not here? „ - 
Alb, Great thing of us forgot. | . 
peak Edmund, where's the King? and where's Cor delia? 
eeſt thou this Object, Kerr | 


| Kent. 
| Led | 
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Enter a Gentleman. EO 
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Kent, Alack, why thus ? 
Baſt, Yet Edmund was beloy'd : 
The one the other poiſon'd for my fake, 
And after ſlew her ſelf. 
Alb. Even ſo; cover their Faces. 
Bat. J pant for Life; ſome good I mean to TY 
Deſpight of mine own Nature. Quickly ſend, 
Be brief in it, to th' Caſtle, for my Writ 
Is on the Life of Lear, and on Cordelia: 
Nay ſend in time. 
Alb. Run, run, O run 
Edg. To whom, my Lord? who has the Office 2 
Send thy Token of Reprieve. 
Baſt. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captain 
Edg. Haſte thee for thy Life. 
Baſt. He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife ad me, 
To hang Cordelia in the Priſon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own Deſpair. 
Alb. The Gods defend her, bear him hence a- while. 
Enter Lear with Cordelia dead in his Arms. 


Lear, Howl, howl, howl—O you are Men of Stones; 


Had I your Tongues and Eyes, I'duſe them ſo, 
That Heav'ns Vault ſhould crack; ſhe's gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives. 
She's dead as Earth : Lend me a Looking · Glaſs, 
If that her Breath will miſt or ſtain the Stone, 
Why then ſhe lives. 
Kent, Is this the promis'd End? = 
Lear. This Feather ſtirs, ſhelivesz if it be ſo, 
It is a Chance which do's redeem all Sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 
Kent, O my good Maſter. 
Lear, Prithee away 
Edg. *Tis noble Kent your Friend. 
Lear, A plague upon you Murderers, Traitors all, 
I might have ſav'd her, now ſhe's gone for ever. 
Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha | 
What is't thou ſay'lt ? Her Voice was ever ever ſoft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman. 
I kill'd the Slaye tat was a hanging thee. 
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Cent. Tis true, my Lords, he did. CE 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow? | 
have ſeen the Day, with my good biting Faulchion 
vould have made them skip: I am old now, 
ind theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
ine Eyes are none o'th' beſt, I'll tell you ſtrait. 
Kent. If Fortune brag of two, ſhe lov'd and hated, 
ne of them we behold. | 
Lear. Are you not Kent? 
Kent. The ſame; your Seryant Kent; 
Vhere is your Servant Caius? 
Lear. He's a good Fellow I can tell you that, 
ll trike, and quickly too, he's dead and rotten, 
Kent. No, my good Lord, 1 am the very Man. 
Lear. I'll ſee that ſtrait. 
Kent. That from your life of difference and decay, 
Hive follow'd your ſad Steps. 
Lear. You are welcome hither, : 
Kent. Twas no Man elſe; all's cheerleſs, dark, and dead- 
our eldeſt Daughters have fore-done themſelves, 4 
ind deſperately are dead. | 
Lear, Ay, ſo 1 think. | 
Alb, He knows not what he ſays, and vain is it 
That we preſent us to him, 
Edg. Very bootleſs. . 
Enter à Meſſenger, 
Meſ. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
Alb. That's but a Trifle. 
ou Lords and noble Friends know our intent, 
Vhat comfort to this great Decay may come, 
diall be apply'd. For us we will reſign, 
Puring the Life of this old Majeſty, 
o him our abſolute Power; to you your Rights, [To Edg, 
th boot, and ſuch addition as your Honours 
Have more than merited. All Friends ſhall taſte 
be Wages of their Virtue, and all Foes 
he Cup of their Deſerving: O ſee, ſee 
Lear, And my poor Fool is hang'd ; No, no, no Life? 
Why ſhould a Dog, a Horſe, a Rat have Life, 
ind thou no Breath at all ? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never. 
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Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 
Do you fee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 
Look there, look there. [ He Dir 
| Ea. He faints, my Lord, | 

Kent. Break Heart, I prithee break, 

Eadg. Look to my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his Ghoſt, O let him paſs ; he hwy him 
That would upon the rack of this my World 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gone indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long, 
He but uſurp'd his Life. 
Alb. Bear them from hence, our preſent Buſineſs | 
Is general woe: Friends of my Soul, you twain, _ 
Rule in this Realm, and the gor'd State ſuſtain. 

Kent, I have a Journey, Sir, ſhortly to go, 

My Maſter calls me, I muſt not ſay no. [Da 
=. "Afb. This weight of this ſad time we muſt obey, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay ; 
The oldeſt hath born moſt, we that are young 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long. 
Exeunt with a dead Mari 


Die 
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